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SIR, 


TT Ere' Patrons bound 
to Defend. Books 
they never ſaw, 4s 
tf 20 Fight Men-they 
gever beard of,. 1 boxd not. bave | 
Preſuns to have. made Jou'as 
Dearcetros ; for I ant. Oblig d to 
val the World. of my MMagfortune. © 
38 A 2 Tou 


"The Epiſtke 
-Lon-never ſaw one Line of theſe 
"Elepies,” and ſo are abſolutely diſ- 


engag 4 from all Inadvertencies, 


Faults, and Follys, ' of what Na- 
ture ſoever..” And. tho". Men are 
generally as fond of the Iſſues of 
their" Brain, as thoſe of their Bo- 
ay, and partially grove it for them- 
ſelves, without Fault ; I am not ſo 
Conceited of mine, as to think I 
have writ without Miſtakes, tho” 
there 1s none' that 1 know of. 
© You «may remember, {in July 
vaſt, *when -T ' made you a Viſit 
about Peterboronph, 1 told you 
L had: fome*Papers. of this Nature 
in ſore Friends Hands in Town, 
and: wiſh-d+1 bad had 'em then, t0 
bave"Bken your Fboughts : Not 


long 


Dedicatory.' 
C long after, I received them; and ' 
ſ- | bad no reaſon to alter my Defign 
> | of | Publiſhing 'em, at one time or 
- | another : Then I ſhow'd them to 
© | ſome of my Aequaintance inthe 
f | Countrey, and ſeveral Perſons a- 
)- | greeing in the ſame Opinion, 1 
7- | took: wp this ſtill deſperate: Refoln- 
0 | tow of Printing. lt has been. a. 
[ Kumonur in all Ages, but I be- 
? | eve never ſo Univerſal as:;now, 
for Men to » think it. -a.. Detra- 
Y | ion from their. own Charatter, 
to:give another»Man his; and 


#1} hen Homer has been Burleſqu'd, 
Virgil Traveſtied, W aller Cri 
"21 ticis'd on, and Cowley Condemard, 
Ol 19: Body muſt take- it: ill; \\Cow- 
ley was a Man of Admiralle 
We | A 3 Wit, 


The Epiſtle 


Wit, and bis Writings will Chal- 
lenge a Reſpef, till our Poets 
are inſpir d. W aller indeed writ 
with more Art, and was the furſt 
of our *Countrey-men that Aﬀetted. 
that agreeable Smaothneſs, which 
with bis large Share of Wit, makes 
bis Poems perpetually Entertain 
ing. But thoſe that Rail for 'no' 
other Deſagn than to . be thought, 
Critiques, are fond of a Charatt: 
er they are not able: to maintain; 
And'tho' they are'a great part of 

* Mankind, they are of jo different 
4 Complexion from the better part 

' of Mankind, that they bawg'a 
| bitle Reſpe# as. Modeſty, and 'tt's 
no Reflection to be out of their 
hen 
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Dedicatory: ' 

When I firſt began theſe Ele- 
[27208 the only | Motive to-me was 
my Diverſon, and to Perjue the 
Deſign of Entertaining my ſelf, 1 
Chooſe this way of Imitation, which 
admits of more Liberty : And tho 
the Alterations are not great, nor 
many, yet they are, toa many for a 


ſtritt Tranſlation.” Beſades this, 


I had another R eaſon, which Pre: 
wail 4d with me, more than my 
Kale, .aitd that was Qyid s. ex- 
tream Senſe of his Masfortunes, itt 
a. hundred - places of bis Elegies : 
He is ſo VMielted with bis Sorroms, 
that his Complaints. diſcover 9 


Weakneſs, which 7s better bid. 


Ovid £.2was indeed 4. very bard 


Caje as could be, and it's no Wax: 


A 4 der 


The Epiſtle 
der if the Aﬀection be bad for bis 
own Countrey, the paſſionate Ten- 
derneſs. for his Wife; and Family, 
rogether with the dreadful Appre- 
benſions' of the barbarous People 
he was going to, if all theſe ſhockt 
bis Reſolution, and made him 
write his Fears; and it is rather 


to be wiſhd he had done it ſel.- 
domer, than to be wonder d be did 
# at all. 
| The true Occaſion of his Ba- 
niſhment, as far as I can learn, 
has been a laſting Secret, and 
men of bis own time could but 
Gueſs ; the moſt probable Con- 
jefure tome, is, that be ſuffer d 
wot ſo much for bis own Fault, 
as Calar's, that be was Conſci- 
ONs 


UM 


Dedicatory: 
ous of ſometbing\that made Cz-: 
ſar nueaſee ; 1 dont, think it was 
any Familiarity-waith  Livia, -or 
Julia, that gave him Augultus's 


Diſpleaſure, and thoſe Verſes, 


Cur aliquid vidi ? cur noxia lumina feci, 
Cur imprudenti cognita culpa'mihi eft. 


ſrenify no more, than that be. was 
unfortunately Privy to ſome, diſha- 
nourable Action of Czlar's, and 
he durſt not truſt. bim at home, 
Had bis Crime been of ſo bigh a 
Nature, as to have wrong d bim 
in bis Wife, or. Daughter, Baniſh- 
ment. bad not been Puniſhment 
enough : And bad it been. LLiviag 
be :durſt not ſo. much as. have 
mentiond her ; but we fund him 


I 


The Epiſtle 
in'the ſecond Book-of bis Elegies, 
whieh" he” writes" to Augultus, 
particular ly —— bis Livia. 


Livis be tecum focialey impleat annos, 
Que niſft te, nullo conjuge digna fuit, 

Quz {1 non eflet, c#lebs te vita deceret, 
Nullaque, cui poſſes eſle maritus, erat. 


* But this ſtill Conjefture, 
and "all the Proofs ' that can be 
Hmaſs'd of either ſrde, amount to 
no more; and therefore I ſhall leape 
the Reater to bis Liberty, with: 
out pretending to” determine from 
” any of em. But whatever was 
q the Occaſion of his Baniſhment, 
| be' was Treated with great Re- 
j Jr” by: thoſe "of bis own time, 
| an jo Wri Ms have heen 
G judg'd 


-Deadicatory:r! | 
judg'd wery. Kortunate, '\\by:i thoſe: 
of ſeveral Ages ſruce. The. t20. 
Seneca's, Marcus and Lucius, 
Velleius Paterculus, .. Quintilli- 
an, Cornelius Tacitus, Martial, 
Statius Pampinius, Angelus Po- 
litianus, Eraſmus, Julius Scali- 
ger ; theſe and a great many more 
have all intereſted themſeFues in 
the Commengations of Ovid, and 
are more than Common Autho- 
r1tYS, 


And now S1r, if you can 
find any thing in the following 
ſheets that may Divert you, when 
Tired with, or Indifpoſed for bet- 
ter Studies, I ſhall have the 


greate®part of my Depgn, and 
pry nA raul y 


, The Epiſtle, e><. 
only want your Pardon | for this 


Freedom, 


T. lio;0S.LK; 
Jour moſt Obliged, 


and very bumble Servant, 


T. Ball. 
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Ovid de 1s 


—__———— 


He applies himſelf to his Book, that 
it ſhou'd go to Rome, and ads 
ms Lo s to be done. 


| 


O to fam'd Rome, my Book, _ Verſes 
G === 
A Privilege thy Maſter had cill now q 
Go but Undreſt, Forlprn, Unhappy go... 
No Crown adorns a wretched Exile's Brow, 


No Garb'sallow'd, but what his Sorrows ſhow. 
Vermillion, 


A 


2 ) 
Vermillion, Purple, that are Fine and Gay, 
Wich theſe, while others Titles flouriſhr be, 
Your Page, my Book, muſt want the Liberty : 
Theſe are the Enfiges only of the Greaz, 

You muſt refle&t your Maſter, and his Fate, 
Norge aſhatw*d of Blots, for all that read 


Will know,"my Flowing Tears, the Blots have 
( made. 


Go, in my Words, and Name, Salute the Town, 
The much Jov,d Place, that I ſo long have Known; 
If.you fbou'd meet a Man hsd > ask of me; 

Tell him 1 live not from Misfortunes free ; 

If he asks more, be filent, et him read, 

Leſt you ſhould:ſay what's better, much, unſaid- 
The Reader may, my Crimes perhaps repeat, 
And ſay.'tis juſt, he fuffer'd as he ought ; 

Be ſure you don't defend, tho' you cou'd wound» 
A Cauſe that's ll, Proteted,. il is found. 

if you ſhou'd find a Friend that ſhou'd Bemoan, 
Andften weep! his mach 1ov4 Ovid gone, 

And ſoftly whiſpering, t6zvoid a Crime, 

With thar his ch aly iaguee the fin; - 


«RUM zy 
243 SR "Who 


—— 


3 

Who e're he 18, | we. wiſh him happy Lao, 

That ſeems to feel he ills the, wretched, know-: . 

To all he asks may Heay'a indulgent be, 

May Ceſar's Face again, Look Liberty, > 

And grant the. Priviledge at Home. to dye. 

W bilſt,,my Commands,my Book.thoudolt relate ? 

The World will, dama thee 'cauſe unfortunate, 

Exiles are never Witty, Good, or Great, 

A Judge muſt weigh the Buſineſs, and the Time, 

> | Whar Vertue was, may be eſteem'd a Crime, 
The Muſe ne*re ſmiles, but when the Poet does, 
And whocan ſmife with Clouds upon-his' Brows? 
In bleſt Security, ' and-Eaſe, I write, | 


*Y My Lp were free, wy ya imooth 2nd 

| ! :1Gweet; 
Bat fince Fates Storms have toft: ack fro, 

, Nor at-this Inſtant do they ceaſe to blow, . ...-; 
My Mind's as rough as troubled Waters flow. . 
WhileI was ſafe,.I eager ſought for Fame, 

To" Wealth preferr'd the Purchaſe! of: a Name ; 
But now, My Book; in {ilence ſoftly:goz 
Thy Maſter s Fame; is like his Fortunes, low; 


- CW 


E 


4 
If any one'fhow?'d find it's mine, and ſay, 
This Book is to be Barnt,or Thrown away, 
The Titte ſhow; tell him I write no more 

Of Love, the Subject of my Books before ; 

Tell him 1 ?ave dearly ſuffer'd for th' Offence, 
Loſt my Eſtate, as well as Innocence ; 

But thou, perhaps, wilt look for th' higheſt Place, 
Expect that 'Cefar ſhou'd Applaud thy Verſe ; 


That thou ſhowdſt have the Privilege  o'th' 
( Court, 


And be Careſlt by all that there reſort. 

O no! let but thoſe Palaces forgive, 

Thoſe Gods Propitions be, that in them live, 
No longer-Thander from. the Sacred Roof, 

The Bolts I've felt are of their Power Proof; 
Ive known?em' Gentle, and Forgiving too, 
Their Godrieſslike their Power, diffuſive flow 3 
But very lately *tis they Paniſht me, 

The-fad remembrance often makes me ſigh : 
The fearful Dove once ſtruck, 'ſhe always fears 
The ſtronger Hawk, when ©rethe Bird appears; 
The Lamb from the Devouring Wolf once free, 


- For ever after Dreads to be his Prey. _ 


Cou'd 


RY WO a. 5. D&S HO ——_—_ 


, 


(9) 


Cou'd the loſt Phaezor but live again - © * 

He willingly wou'd own his Pride a Sig ; 

So having felt the Mighty's fierceſt Flame; .. ;, 
1 own my Fault, and. fear to fin again; -. 

The Pilots that the.Greciqn Navy bores”. | 
Will always dread the Nanger o'th! Exbeanſhoar;. 
The Boat that Oid and: his, Fortunes had, . 

Their Navy like, o'ch' fatal Place's afraid; 
Where angry ſtorms, a, dreadful Shipyrack 


Beware, regard the [nſtances Tve told, 

Rather be timerous, my Book, than bold ; 

What if thy Verſe before the People lies ? 

The Mean may Pity, when the Great deſpiſe, 

While Icarus with Wings to fly aſſay'd;” * 

He purchar'd this, his Folly nam'd the Flood. 
ow to adviſe thee well is bard, bat go, 
ime, Place and e'ry Circumſtance muſt ſhow, 

If a clear Stage thou-ſeeſt; and all things ſhine, 

Like Caeſar's Face, before his Ovid's Sin, 

et lex your Air be grave,and graye your! Mien : 
dr if a Favourite ſhou'd take you as you ſtand, 
1d kindly give you to his Caeſar's hand, 


[67] 
He that firſt giv fliewwownd, thattaid the painy 
May, like 46#6/te? Spear; reWeve' the ſite, 
But whil®& youU+ hetp, BYEvrefall left you KT; 
By daring THY; Obits ad fpfeſent ill; 
My Hope's dit ("nd};] my Fedrv rt grotitvr far, 
Lf you Offchd: 4h 1hbgMet my Cate: 
When to thy Stlidy tht fhifr'eome, theft fer; 
Sdme Books, that lat their ChariCters frond tte; 
With batitilers Titles tb; y6uÞil find appear, 
Written before their Authour Guilty were, 
Bat ia 2 Corner dark, and fi for chem, 
Three Books will lurking ina Hole be ſeen; 
Fly thoſe as ſoon as.e re their Form you view, 
Tell *m, unhappy Ocarpus his Father ſlew ; 
And.it thy Ovid's. words have power to-mave, 
Hate *cm.be ſure, tho' they pretend to Love :. 
Next.you'll behold upon a Shelt, my Book, 


Some- kindred Leaves, -that various Forms hay 
( took 


Wich theſe Pde have you talk, and in your tall 
Tell 'em how different from the Man [ Was, In walk 


_ 
ol 
| 


EN 

When Fortune ſmil'd, and all my Thoughts were 
. ( Gays 

When ſhe ſeem'd fond to heap her Goods on me; 

Tell'em Pm Chang'd.and look likefomeof them, 

Am wriakled, old, deform'd, and vgly feen : 

I have more Cautions, more I am afraid, 

Theſe very dangerous times,my Book, you'll need, 

Bat ſhou?dſt thou carry all that crouded ly, 

The Thouſand Fears that trouble me, 


Thou'dſt ſwell, the ſtrongeſt cou'd not carry 


( Thee. 


[KI 


—_— I 


ELEGY IL 


———_— 


—_—_ 


Ovid Prays the Gods wou d deliver 
him from the Dangers of a Ships 


wrack, and in the Elegy deſcribes 


the Tempeſt, 
ConduCt our Ship, balf Ruin'd by the 


( Winds, 


Why ſhou'd your Wrath, with Ce/ar's,. be en- 
( creavd ? 


One God has Frown'd, another has been pleag'd, 
Mars hated Troy, Apollo kind was found, 

Venus protetted, Palas would have Drown'd; 
e/Encas ſtrength in Fund's rage had faid, 

Had not another Deity prevail'd ; 


E Gods, whoſe Power the rougheſt Tor- 
( rent finds, 


Neptu 


9) ' 
Neptune perſu'd Viyſſes-with bis Hate, ' 
While good Minerva, ſoatch'd him from his Fate. 
And tho' we're leſs than theſe in Birth and Skill, 
Much leſs, why mayn's ſome God be tender ſtil)? 
And while one Frowns,another pleaſe to Smile, 
My words like Common Air, confuſedly Fly, 
The Winds all hope of being heard deny, 

And Waves ſcarce grant the Privilege to fligh, 
Ia vain, I all my Pray'rs to Heav'n dire, 
The Gods can'c hear, not hearing won't proteCt. ' 
Ah me! the ſwelling Seas their Surges throw, 


You'd think they'd reach the Stars, ſo high they 

| ( go, 
And parting, a*moſt ſhow the Shades below. 
All the valt {| Pace [ ſee, is Air, and Floods, | 
Toft by the Waves, and Threatn'd by the Clouds, | 


W hile different Winds | in Murmurs make their 


Way, 
The Sea is doubtful which he ſhould Obey ; 


Eurus his Forces Marſhals from the Eaſt, 
When Zepbyrus ſoon Threatens from the Welt, 


Fierce Boreas from his Northern Quarter blows, 
While Norws Charges, Fighting as he goes. 


B 3 Our 


[1907] 
Our Pilot in fo dangerous-a' Caſe, 
So odd, ſo'terrible a Stora) as this). 
Is yet uncertain what to make, - what fly, 
>uch ſtrange Variety of Datgers nigh ; 
Now while 1 fpeax, a Proud, Inſulting Wave, ' 
Shows me Death waiting for the Life I have. © 
My Pious'Wife; fo long my Joy, and Care, 
Koows nothing of the Threathing Stortns I fear ; 
Believes my Banlſhment, the on; y Grief | kiow, 
Thoughtleſs at preſent what undergo, 
Did ſhe but ſee me Ridiog in the Deep, 
The Diſproportion that the Surges keep, 
Her Care wou'd double every. pointed lll, 
And I, for berg two Deaths at leaſt ſhou'd feel z, , 
This Flaſh wou'd be a Death, ſo long the Flame, 
I plainly ſaw the Place from when it came, + 
"Fhe Treaſury where God's their Lightning lay, 
To byrh the World, when all ſhall difobey : 
Death I do'at fear, let but the Tem pet ceaſe, 


Diſmiſs the Winds, and ſtrike me where” Ny 
( pirate; 


Hap2y 


TwJ 

Happy to me, the Magn.that Sigkne(5 knows, of 

Or falls by th' Sword, and ſinks beneath his Foes, 

The Zarth to ſuch Will kintly' give a Griive, 

The Decent Ritesof Butial they have; 

Their Friends expetting what _ o_ 'd have: 
ITT +, (ones - 

Are nigh, and. ready to. 88ons the-ſame, 

The Warry People tak inhabit S649: .. 

Can claim no Prividedgs, ak all afitheſe: 

Believe me Heav's, warshy ſhclia Fats, 

Belides 'cis I, that.am unfortunate:. : 

W by ſhou'd chelb (affer that gre higher ſent, 

Not for their Crimes, they're innocent, 

'Tis I, not they,. deferv'd the Baniſhment, | 

Ye Gods, whoſe Voices calm, ar fell theFlogds 


Too long an- Hiſtaves of Your _ JOY'FR 
Ges” ( ſhow d, 
\ | Your L hynder tan, that I may Girly. tread py 

The Diſtant Sboar, thas Ceſar has decreed, = 


— 


- | Show'd you rg{alye. ta.take away. my Preaths \ 
| | Coſery be jodg'd. my: Grime was 16h thay Dearb 4 


B 4 He 


He! 


He cord Kave kilts, without your Why or 


When hy he ſpeaks, the. Griminals no more ; - 
And tho' before his/Thranel1 guilty ſtand, 

I never did, ye. Gods, your Heav'n offend ; 
Nay, ſhow'd you ſnatch me fromthe Waves 1 fear, 
My Ruin ftil), is much, ah! much too-near, 

My Doom is Baniſhment to Lands unſeen, 
Where F maſt live an Exile for my Sin z 

The Hopes of Wealth ne're tempted.me to this, 
Thoſe little Thoughts; I always cou'd deſpiſe, 
Nor yet-a Rambling Hamour, that once ſway'd, 
And carry'd me to Athens, when. unbread, - 

No Curioſity: to ſee the Towns, 

That 4ſi«from the Neighbring Quarter ends 
Nor does my Vanity to e£2ypt lead, 
To fre how Nilus ſeven Streams are fed; 

I rather wiſh the Winds wou'd' pnide the Ship,” 
CondaQt us fafely thro' the troubl 'd Deep,  '* 
And tho' [ ſee Anguſtus Faceno' more, 
Baniſht the Court, Deſpisd, Forlorn, and Poor, 


I'm 


108 


C13] 
Pm Shipwrackt:-yet;/7a ſecond”: Puniſhment; 
Deny'd the very: place df Baniſhment;-: >: * - 
Too great a Fayobr'ts be ſafely fent;: /-« | :; 
If any part of Ovia;” Gods, you love,” 


My _ rs _ Goodneſs, one wou'd. think: 
,  ( ſhou'd moye, 


Your later Orders. ſhqu' 4 the _ appeaſe, 
Confine the Winds,and plain the ſwellipg $eas 
Ceſar, tho? angry, he expedted, this. 

When to the Pontick Land he order'd me, 

He little thought I in a ſtorm ſhou'd dye; 

The firſt ſevere; my Crime 1 don't defend, 

At moſt, I dare but leſſen, whathe has condenv'd- 
The Gods they know, what Princes cannot plead, 
No wicked meaning in my Fault I had,' 

Blind Error led me thro' untrodden Ways, ——* 
And Folly loſt me in the wondrous Maze, 
But if A«guſtus Houſe I always lov'd, 
Next Heaven, Auguſtus Power approv'd, 
IF have offer'd ig Augyfu Name, 

If t have pray'd a Long, and Happy Reign, 


C147 
Let my'Qbadicnce nt4igate.my $jg, 
The Scas gram: cal, the Air lerene ; 
Or if I ask tow much, and fendly pray, 
May I expett my Degth-withont Delay, 
Enough : 'my Pray'rs afready ceach- the Skies, 
And mount a Welcome, Happy Sacrifice, 
The Clouds's are 'by the ſtron ger Powers chas'd, 
The Winds allay 'd, the Seas already pleas'd, 
The Gods I pray 'd, by me were nere deceiv'd,)* 
Ore're provok' d, but always were believ'd. © 
And being unprovok d, they'e all reliry d: 


[15] 


How ke went from Rome : The Cone 
cern be left bus Wife in, "and how 
his Friends and Family lamented 
his Departure, 


of Was the Night, but blacker far wy Fears, 


My Wife, my Children, Servants, all, in 
'£ Tears; x 


To thitk the Morron'stoo too haſty Tight, = 


Muſt ſnatch a Howhand, eneres Miſter, from 
_ ( timjrſights 
My Eyes tho'l had-wept ſomych befor, +1» *7 
Kept time with theirs, and greedily:mnavrey, 7c 
And yet no mind I had to think that I, 
My: leaye not only them, but 1:aly ; 


[1 6: ] 
All Preparations for the way delay'd, 
As Ceſar bad forgiv'n, and I had ſtaid, 
Servants, nor yet Companions did I chooſe, 
Nor Gold, por Cloathsof neceſſary Uſe, 
Amaz'd! | fobd like one by Thunder ſtruck, 
That lives, but never can forget the ſtroke, 
When ſome faint Dawning of my Senſe appear'd, 
My Griefs look 'd leſs ;{ho' ſill they ſhow'd I fear'd» 
I calld my Friends the very few that ſtaid, 
Sighing — at laſt, Farewell, my Friends, I ſaid; 
Friends in misfortunes are ſo rarely known, 
I rather wonder'd of the many, I had one : 
My Wife ſhe lockt me in acloſe Embrace, 
Fixt her ſwoln Eyes, and 'preſt me to her Face, 
My Davghter that to Africa I ſent, 
Knew nothing of her Father's Baniſhment, 
Too many they, alas, at, Home that ſtaid, 
And wept as'tho? ſome Funeral they had, 
If great Examples, humble Sorrows take, 
Sacty was'the' Groans, when ancient Troy was 


( lack'd, 


! 
TE.447 


'T wzs 


Ci] 


'Twas then, when' Night her _—_ n_—_— 
had, 


Allthings but us, ſo filent, they ſcem'd dead. 

| fixt my Eye upon the lofty Capitol, | 
Joyn'd to my Houſe, that's like that Building tall, 
Ye Gods that love this Fair frequented Place, 
And Temples where your Yotary 1 was, 

I was, but never more mult be, and yet; 

Hear me ye Gods, from Heav n, your other Seat» 
Tho' I too late my Wounded Body guard, 

Torn by the Sentence that I lately heard, 

Let Baniſhment if not attone, ſuffice, . 

To reconcile me to the People's Yoice ; - * 

Tell Ceſar tho'I fion'd, 'twas Ignorance, 

Deſign ne're prompted to the great Offence. 
This you can witneſs, and can witneſs reyes, 

Tell Ceſar this, he muſt believe from you. 

Thus I implor'd, while. till my Wife ſhe prays, 
Wich Tears repeated for the God' : delays, 

Till Sobs cut off the Priviledge of Words, 

And Wild Diſorders no Relief affords, 

Her Breath return'd, the panting lies along, 
Prays our Penates, as ſhe*d often done, 


But they, 8x:deaf, a5.common Statues ſtood, 


Made by ſome Vulgar Artiſt, of the meaneſt 
of ( Woad, 


While pos arunces, wich! 3 haſty Pace, 

The leſt that 1, /in /caly muſt Paſs, 

Ugcertaig what, to do, ſo. much 1 lov'd 

My Family, -{d owch my Country mov'd : 

How ofcen did 1 fay to thote that preſt, 
That I wou'dofe the little: Time I'd lefs ! 

Why do yoi urge me ? whither fhou'd. 1 go ? 

W here? do but tell me what you'd have me do. 
How often did 1 drive th" uticaſy thoughts —_— ! 
E'ne to the vtm9ſt minnteof ty ſtay 3 

Thrice I'ttie Threſhold touch'd, and trydtogo, 
My mind vowilling, thrice my Foot withdrew ; 
Oftet the kind, ſad Word, Farewell, 1'd give, 
And often gone, repeated Kiſſes leave, 

O how iny Eyes were faſtn'd oh my Wife ! 

My afind obedient, giving : all my Life; &' 


How much we lovd, while Dear Delights 
(ſarprize! 


How —_—— d each: _ with laſting Joys! 
Why 


eſt 


[539] 
Why hon'd 1-go, i faidy $2 Serive?, 5.7 
L6ave mich lov'd Ret2dnd fry tbe Baithleſs Sea. 
Ali Cruel Sentence ! that muſt abſence give, 
Fot Love, 4 faint rdifwbranceGuly leave,” 
Twas very hard, to ſnateh the" Trom ty detrer 
.C part, 
And wondd ttvy- -Wike, bj ndnalas Heart. 
To baniſh we my Friends, that neareſt ſtood, 
Like T heſeus valiant, and Tike Theſeus Good : 
Thins white 1 talkr, rhe Fleeting Mitiures paſt, 
Half Words hitperfectly my Thoughts expreit;, 
{ Kiſt, atrd Sighd, and ſadly -tobkt the Reſt. 
When Day droke through the Window of the 
1.17: (Eaſt, 
"I diſappesr'd, but Lacifer:encreaſty. | | 
So ſtrangely, fo vatnaan'd, [ lifeleſs ſbeod, / 
Nor thinkingy ſprakibg, lookitig'as I fioe'd,/ 
No more my Brains their ancient Uſes know, 
Than Leps cut off, without the/Bodyigad ] 1! ! 
So Priam griev'd, when he tbockite'bobeid EY 
The Grecian Hbrſe; wich choſtn-Sokdibrgfil'd þ 
Like 7rojars then, tho'mughio nitetber leſs. * 
My Family their Griefs in Cries expreſs, 


My 


[20] 


My Wife while ſtanding, leaning on' my Neck; 
Mixt with- _ Teakss her-laſt dear Words ſhe 
| ( ſpoke, 


We ey 4 not. _ 1L know thy lateſt Care, 
Shall. Ovid lyffer, and his Wife npt ſhare } ? 
A Paſſenger Ith' very Ship I'll go, 


The _ ig: Land; ſhall. both.our Sorrows { 
.G& KNOW). 


Love forces m mz, , and a Ceſar Anger you. | 
Thus did. he alk, and ſigh, deſpair and groan, 
Repeat Again, .w what jaſt before ſhe ad done, 

Till at the laft, with Hair diſorder'd all, 

Wild as my. Griefs, my Face a Fugeral, 

With much adoe, 1 ſpoke the laſt Farewell. 
They ſay, for now no more her Form I ſaw, 
Half dead: ſhe'fell; when Ireſolv'd to go, 

With all the Inſtances of Horror ſeen, 

Diſſolyd in Tears, careleſs, 'deform'd, unclean, 
Her Limby the Gods with ſuch Exatneſs made, 
Like commbit Blood, upon the Ground were laid, . 
Limbs; that the: Gods bad often ſtood to view, | 
Form'd bytheir own,” and as exadtly true ; 


Thus 


21 


Thustho' diſtrated, Rill ſhe often-pray'd, 
Again, ſhe wou'drecall the Words ſhe faid, 
Weep her Penates, with her Husband fled, 
Then as ſhe'd ſeen me, ( Tears run down ſo faſt ) 
Spread ona Pile, and breathing out my laſt : 
One while her Death ſhe fondly wou'd expe, 
Again ſhe'd live, but only in reſpect, 

She'd live, to ſerve her Ovid in his Cares, 

And may ſhe live, livelong to eaſe my Fears. 
Now the Jonian Sea il rough we plough, 

Not as the Merchants; but as Strangers do, 

Men: that are forc*d unwillingly to go, 


Bleſs me ! what boyſProus, Nrange, unheard of 
( Winds, 


Blackens the Sea, and ſhakes the quicker Sands ? 
A Daring Wave, that undiſtioguiſht flys, 
Profane, aſfaults the very Deities, 

As tho' becauſe, upon our Ship they're made, 
The Gods no other place had ever had, 


| Na, never thunder'd, from their. bleſt Abode. 


The Pilot's Horror it his face we view, 
No hopes of gainipg any Port he knew: 


G As 


1. £2 
As when a reſty Horle, a weak man rides, 
Wirh care a9 bile, the Pamper'd Beaſt he guides, 
Rut when/he cafi ag more-hjs mouth command, / 
He throws the Rains, and rides him to a ſtand : : 
Juſt ſo, 0ue:Pilat, did'our. Veſſel gaide, 
'Tilthal td: litzle for che /Wayes; and Tide, 
Then like the:Horſeman, let's her drive apace, 
Without the Rains with which ſhe guided was. 
And if the-God that Thunders: from bis Den, 
Had not chajp'g up an Awkward Wind again, . 
Mach worſe-wead-far'd, ; for: baek:we went, ---/ 
Half to the, Place from whence Auguſtus ſent,,. 1 
W hich-made-me-Pray, withearneſt Accents tooy 
The Gods wou'd hear me, that Aug»/tus knew ; 
Heare me 1 cry,for once forgive:my Crime, - © + 
One Fove's enowgh to Thunder at a time, 
Snatch my Departing Life from Gaping: Death, 
Give me the Priviledge 2 while to Breath, 
And if your Power can reverſe my Door, 
Let Cefar fmile;,” and 1 again ſre-Rome. 
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To bis Friend that had been *ferviceatle 
to bim in bis Misfortunes': Towards 
the latter end of the Elegy he coms 
 pares his & ufferings with'Ulyſtes's, ; 


but makes "em much greater, > « 


Y better-felf ! whoſe | Friendibin run fo 
, (highs 
| " My very Life SA Debt, my Friend, 


| TY thes 
0 Well I remember the fa@ time, whets you, 
"DB Offcious in the Servite"you con'd 4s, * 
AB Advis'd me kittHFy; atid would ofteh Sigh, | 
THAnd argue tilt, when Frefolyd todye* * 
A rn whont Fſpcak. 1 aaa , 
Y ThizSiga implies as much, as Letters can : 
C 2 Here 


ye 


[24] 
Here in the cloſe Receſſes of my Soul, 
I keep each Circamſtance entirely whole, 
And when Pale Death ſhall ſummon me away, 
The lateſt Inſtance of the Time I Ray, 
I'll breath your Praiſe, and hiscommands obey. 
For ſo much kindneſs, mf the Gods beſtow, 
More than you ask, all that the Happy'ſt know, 
My Fortune (till be proud to ſerve you well, 
Diſpence her beſt, nothing of what I feel : 
But had not Winds detain'd me on the Sea, 
Then Vad knowa lefs, much leſs perhaps of thee : 
Fam'd Pirichous, ne'r knew his Theſes Faith, 
Till his laſt A had borry*d him to Death, 
When Theſeus do's to deepeſt ſhades deſcend, 
And dares the Furies that detain his Friend : 
Nor had great Pylades his Friendſhips ſhown, 
Had his Oreftes never Dangers known ; 
Had not the Rutili Eury'lns flain, 
No Story of his Niſus wou'd remaia : 
As Gold refin'd by Fire, is purer far, 
So Friends by being try'd more certain ares 


While 
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[25 ] 
While Fortune drops her uſe of Wings,and ſtays, 
Always appearing in an eake Dreſs, 
Airy, yet conſtant; when leſs free, ſtill good, 
While thus, her Fav'rite's lifred by the Croud, 
Happy, be lives the general Applauſe, 
All is admired that he ſays, or does, 
Friends are ſo many, that he only fears, 
He ſhall be leſs his own, and too much theirs, 
When Fortune jealous of her Conſtancy, - 
Agames her Wiogs, and ſhows that ſhe can fly, 
Vain were bis Fears of all theflattring Crew, 
Not one, my Friend, that ſtays or loves like you, 
Regamleſs, as a Man unknown, he goes, 
And he that cring'd but yeſterday, ſcarce bows : 
| This from th' Unfortunate, Iearly drew, 
But little thooght, that I ſhog'd prove it true, 
Not four Pad left, that wou'd my Dangers ſhare, 
Th? other, nat mine, they Fortune's were, 
Let this ye Pious few, Compaſſion move, 
{ ACliſt, nor be afraid my Friends, to love, 
No angry Being will believe you bn, | 
Or from his Heav'n curſe your good Deſign, 


| C 3 Ceſar 
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[26] 

Ceſar ha loy'd, in/Enemies; aSonltike this, + * 
Nor can it pleaſe-him in bis Subjefts leſs, 

My Caſe isbetter too, no Plots Vve laid, 

My Folly: only, has my eaſe betray'd, 

Then Pray thoſeGuardiansthat our Earth attend; ' 
They'd Puniſh,tefs, wheri we their Pow'r offettd. 
If any one wou'd know niy'preſent Grief, - 

It's ſo ProBigions, it is p#ſt-Befief,, 

The Stars&re, than my'Wroigs in.number leſs, 
Nor can theiAftoms that-i'th' Sun encreafe, '* 
Diſtia&My;/alt the wotid'rons Tale expreſs.” "Y 
Softrabee/fo terrible the thoufinds ſeem* 
They're more thane're the Metzticholy wel | 
Part, tha*oppermoſt, are yet ſuippreft; 

And never muſt: go farther than my Breaſt : 

Ye Poets, that Ulyſſes wron?s recite, 

Inſtead of His, | your Ovid's SufPrings write ; 

'Tis triie, he ſ pent acertain Term of Years, 

And wanring hent beneath ſome Cares, p=e 
Between Dulichinrh, 3nd Troy he ſeerd, 

This was no Diſtance to be ſo much fear' d, ae 


whe 


UM 


[27 ] 
But we, in wideſt Seas fo far from Heme,” © + 
Maſt ſail, where Star$':re ſeefr defofe anknown : 
He always had a faichful, cert1in Band, 
A happy number at his ſole Command, 
So mach [ differ from Ulyſſes here, E: 
That of the many, I han't one, ſo ms 
An Exile from a pleaſant Country ent, 
Had it been Ithaca, I'd been content, 
Dalichtum had ſcarce been Puniſhment, 
But Rome ! from Rome, is more than Baniſhment ! 
From ſeven Hills ſhe views remoteſt Lands, 
Awful, with ſo much Mijeſty ſhe ſtands, 
That higheſt Gods have made her their Retreat, 
And Rome next Heaven, ſure's the {weetell Seat. 
Ulyſſes Body, long inur'd to war, _ 
Knew nothing of the llls, the weaker fear, 
So different a Monld from his, is mine, 
I've often ſirUnKat what T've onty feen, 
Inſtead of War, my Books, my Care have been. 
While Zove he breaks his Thunder on my Head, 
Hai T more Frietids, in vain wou'd be their Aid ; 
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[48] 
A Goddeſs Guarded him with niceſt care, 


Snatch'd him from all the Dangers that werg 
( near. 


And fince he's leſs, that Governs 1n the Seas, 

Than he that Governs in the higheſt Skic's, 

Much better was his Fate, my Friend, than mine, 

Fove ruins me, while Neptune threatn'd bim: 

| But theo, think how the greateſt part 1s made, 
Only ſappos'd, the half he never had, 

My Griets are all too certain, much too plain, 

No Fable do's embelliſh ought that's mine. + 

Beſides : At laſt he reach'd his Houſhold Gods, 

Pray'd his Penates In their old Abodes, 

Bat I can never hope Vlyſe: Place, | 

'Till Ceſar ſmiles, and Heaven thunders leſs, 
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[29] 


PVF 


He writes to bis Wife, and takes Ocs 
caſion to Commend the Conſtancy of 
her Afettion, Compares ' ber with 
the beſt of her Sex, but excuſes 
his Inability in Writing, - while be is 
ſtill Wrack'd by his Misfortunes. 


Pollo Lydia lov'd, but not as I, 
Fm Dzareft Wife, have always, Child, 
( lov'd thee) 
Philetus tho! his Nymph, and Song, Divine, 
Lov'd not his Battis, with a Love like mine, 
You ſo entirely have each part of me, | 
That my AﬀeQion;a'molt merits thee, 
Bat ah gy lojuries! and yetl find, 
You ſmile, my Dear, tho'all the World 's unkind, 
Your 


[30] 
Yaur.Prudence guards me from ſevereſt Foes, 
That think, iy Freedom ent enough to loſe, 
Men that gu d Rob me of my Life, Eſtate, 
And allghyGoods] Lever valu d yet. 
As a Devouring Wolf, by Hunger Led, 
Ranges theField, and eager thirſts for Blood, - 
When heeſ pics, Ungarded, from afar, 


Some Step, that have efea ng their Rn 
Hat? -« (care 


He -takexbi; Proj[nor wil] 1 the weakeſt ſpare, 
Or as @ Vulture Hovering to ſeize, 

Same wretched Carkafs, thatunbury'd lies, 
Sodid theſetrive, by. Force to ruin me, 
While guarded ſtill on e'ry fideby Thee, 
Hettor's Andromache, of Old ſo Famd, F- 


Muſt not be mention'd, Dear, when yow'-are 
(namd, 


| She wept her” Hittor, whom Achilles flew, 
Paid the accuſton' 1 Rites that Widdows do, 


But living, never on doblige' like You. * ; 


Good Laodimia they ſo mich Boaſt, 
Was never r knowa till ll the te Hodband loft.” 
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[31] 
Had you been Homer's Wife, ſo good a Theme, 
Had made his. Lines, . tho' ſtrong, more-perte& 
( ſcem, 
Penelope hex {lf m Wh ta eſs had owp'd, = 
She at the moſt, had en but as WIE 


Whether indulgent Nature gave you this, 


Fond to. Compoſe ſo great, exaQ a piece, 
Or it aleſs than,Heaven we admit, - , 
Some Pions Matron made you ſo compleat, 

I cannot tell, ſo very great's your ſhare; 

My wrongs are fewer, than your Virtues are, 
Alas, my Vetſe isall$0oweak, too fmallimy Skill, 
To paint the thoufand/Graces 1] wod'd tell, 

Ws but my Mind as undiſturb'd, and kree, 
Eaſie, my Dear, 23 yon have know n 1t be, 
Generous, I'd give you then the blgheſt Place, 
Set you with Heroins of the niceſt Race, 

And make the wondring World, at once confeſs, 
The greateſt, and the beſt of them, much leſs, | 
And tho' my Verſe this luſtre cann6t give, | 


Yet in my Numbers 3 you ſhall Ages live, | 
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To bis Friends that us'd to wear his 


Pitkure, engraven upon Golden 
Plates. 


Qu that my Pi&urefondly us'd to wear, 
That Inftance of your Friendſhip yon 
( may ſpare, 
However, take the Ornaments away, 
The Ivy that I wore, is mnch too gay, 
Such a Poetick, Airy Garh as that, 
Becomes the Happy only, and the Great, 
Whoſe better Stars ſtill guard 'em from ill Fate, 
Not ſuch as I, that ſink beneath the weight : 
Methinks 1 ſee ſome Friend, concern'dly ſtand, 
Viewing the Golden Image in his Hand, 


And 


Uh 
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And often crying as he walks along, 
Heavens ! bow far my Dear Companions gone ! 
"Tis kind, but fach their Ovid berter ſee, 
When they bebold him in his Poetry, 
The lively'ſt Image that the Wretched know, 
This paiats themſeIves,and their Misfortunes too, 
Read my changd ſhapes, tho? there is ſcarce a 

( thought, 
Good as delign'd, and finiſht as jt ought, 
No ſooner was the fatal Sentence Read, 
But all my Art, was wizhfy Freedom fled, 
Imperfe&t thus, what Tad with pains begun, 
1 burat the ſcatter'd Papers that Pad done, 
As Theſtius, is ſaid, to burn her Son. | 
And yet methoughts *twas very hard, that they, 
Show'd feel the flames, that cou'd not disobey, 
Bat ſo it was, partly indeed, in ſpite, 
To the firſt Muſe, that ftatter'd me to write, 
Till by Degrees, the Tribe my Ruin prove, 
Falſly perſwading me to write of Love, 
And partly,'cauſe they rude, and naked lay, 
Artleſs, and nothing what they were to be, 


L:347) 
But ſince they've ſtole the Preſs, may they ſucceed, 
Ad moviſh, and. Delight. wy Friends, that Read, 
Tho Criticks, they, may damn em by a Law: ! 
They ſhou' d be tender, that the Reaſon know, 
As when a0 Artilt waats the laſt beſt Stroak, 
Tio? be with-Pains may have&undance ſtruck, 
His great:Nglign; muſt-yet ynhappy-look, 
Thus all my Lines, the lateſt Pencil want, 
Still to refine, b*fore abrodd they*re ſent, 
But place eh&ſe Verſes, with the Foremoſt Line, 
And theſe will ſh6w iifborn aYfore their time, 
Be kind arfd gentle, whoſoc'r thou art, | 
Don'c you too nicely view an Orphan' sS Part, 
Snatcht from his Parent's Funeral i in haſt, 
Kickt 1 into ty? World unlick'r, by much too Faſt, 
What tho? we Judgment wank: we've lanocence, 
And this in Iofahts is a good Defence, 
The Poet” s Muſe in better Times may imile, 


And he your Kiadneſs 0D, a0d you his Skill. 
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Ele Complains of an | Aequapitarce that 
after a long. Familiarity, had given 


him ſome reaſon to uſpeft his 
Friendſhip. / 


( ran, 
And vilit Fountains where they firſt began ; 


The Char'oteer ſhall drive an unknown way. 


R* from the Sens ſhall Rolling Waters 


Riſe in the Weſ, and change the prefent day :' 
The Earth admit of'Stars all fpangPd be, / 

And Ploughs ſhall make deep Furrows itt thc Sky*: 
The Elements ſhall change their wonted ſtate, - 
Water ſhall burn, and Fire like Water; 'werz i 


Al 


[36]. 
All this, tho! ſtrange, I Propheſie, ſince you 


Prove falſe, Pye known fo long, and thought ſo 
( true, 


Lord !-That a Man cou'd fo regardleſs ſtand! 
Fooliſhly Rearful, tco-2(liſt his Friend, 

Nay, not fo much asdecently to figh, 

Or ſhow the common Signs of Sympathy, 

Was ſuch a ſtrange, unheard Stupidity ! 

That you, the Sacred Name of Friend ſhou'd hate, 
And all the Offices of Kindneſs quit [ 

What if -you had a well-bred Viſit paid ? 

And lookt, and talkt, as other Courtiers did, 
Offer'd ſome Reaſoas to allay my Grief, . 

This had ſeem'd kind, and that is ſome Relief, 
. Tho' your ſincerity cou'd give no Tears, 

You might have Flatter'd with affected Pray'rs, 
However, at the leaſt, you might have fay'd, 
Farewell; Pm ſorry, as the People did, 

Some that were Strangers, and'no ways all”d, 
Did more than this, affeQionately cry'd, 
Then, how much more, might lexpeCt from you, 
That call'd me Friend, and all my Secrets knew, 
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The Dear Companion of my tender Hours, 

My Goods, my ſelf, my very Soul was yours, 
How bleſt I was, when Kome firſt ſhowed me you, 
Brougtit vs acquainted, made me think you true, 
Has your repeated Oaths'no force to bind 'S 

All getieral; and common as the Wind, 

Sure Rome, the great good Place I leave, 

Cou'd ner nurſe you, po Monſters ſhe can haves 
Rather ſome Rock within the Scythian Sca, 
Damn'd for a thouſand Murders e'ery:day; 

W here Female Tygers Nuſt you at their Breaſt, 
Found you a Man, but Chang'd you to a Beall, 
But till there's one wiy left and only one, 

Freely to own the Injurr J you ave done, 

By this, tho? late, you may oblige me ſo, 

I may commend you; 25 | blame you NOW - 
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ELEGY VIII 


To his Friend. 


He ſhows him the Levity of the Vul- 
gar, how meanly they attend upon 
Fortune, and withdraw their Ser- 
vices in Affliction : He takes ()c- 
cafion to Commend his Friend, for 
ſeveral Qualifications, and concludes 


the Elegy with an Inſtance of his 


Friendſhip. 
Know nothing of the Ills the wretched 


( Feel, 


And tho' my Pray'rs, for me, the Gods deſpiſe, 


The ſame, for you, may Mount a Sacrifice, 
While 


Ay you live long, my Friend, and always 
( well, 
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While Fortune's yours, a Crond will hov'ring be 

Fondly Commending all they hear, and ſee; 

No ſooner do's the Fickle Goddeſs F rown, 

But ail your Paraſites, my F ciend, are gone :; 

As Doves for new built Houſes do prepare, 

While Ruin'd Towers all negleQed are, 

As gath'ring Ants to crouded Barns do come, 

So dos the Yaulgar to the Richeſt. Run : 

As in the Sun your Shaddow do's Attend, 

And Walks, and-Turns, and Cringes as you Bend, 

But when a Cloud appears, the Part's no more, 

Tho? it ſeem'd more than half of you, before : 

So vulgar Souls will Dance to Fortune's Light, 

A Cloud once fpread, they Vaviſh out of fight, 

Heav'a knows my Soul! I very often ſigh, 

And paſſionately Pray the Gods for Thee, 

That theſe may all, my Friend, ſeem falſe to you, 

Tho' | by Cad Experience find *em True : 

W hile I was Proſperovs, as others great, 

What Crouds, for Favours, wou'd my . Houſe 
( beſet, 
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The Bailding ſtruck, the Wary Pcople Fly, 

By one conſent, avoiding what was nigh, 

Nor do I Wonder, that they Thunder Fear, 
Whoſe fi'ry Bolts, the ſtrongeſt easly Tear : 

Yet Ceſar, in adverlity has ſaid, 

That Man's the beſt that by his Friend has ſtay?d : 
When good Orefies Worth fterce Thoas knew, 
He Prais'd the Love in Pylades he ſaw : 

Hefor, he often Patroclus approv'd, 

Tho' be his Enemy Achilles lov'd : 

When Theſeus waited on his Friend in Death, 
Plato cou'd {carce believe ſo great a Trath, 
Convincd, he Mcurn'd, and pitty d him that Fell 
Crying himſelf, to ſee them love ſo well. 

Alas, bow Few my juſt Complaints, do move ! 
How few in Rowe, like thoſe of old, that Love! 
So vaſt my Grief, ſo very much my Fears ! 

So Boundleſs are my ever falling Tears ! 

That did not you the mighty Torrent ſtay, 
The Gath'ring Flood wou'd Threaten like a Sea, 


You 
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You that have Courage to be Good, that Dare, 
In greateſt Dangers, for your Friend appear, 
Not meanly mov'd, as ſordid Spirits are. 
Nor is your Jadgment than your Courage lels, 
Youf Eloquence as well as Virtues Pleaſe, 
When you Defend, the Niceſt muſt Applaud, 


Your Cauſe, your Words, your Thoughts ſo ver) 
( good, 


Easly I can, your Growing Fortune Read, 
Some Greatneſs yet, as I have ofcen {ayd, 


No ſuperſtitious Omens tell me this, 
Tokens that fond, miſtaken Zealots pleaſe, 
My Reaſon's all the Augury I know, 

By this, no other Prodigy, I go ; 

By this inſtructed, Happineſs | give, 


Joy of the Preſent, and the Future Goods you'll 
( have, 


The ſmall Pretence | early had to Wit, 

Ruiad my Fortunes when | came to Write ; 
Your better Arts, not like my, Trifling Skill, 
Has rais'd your Honour, and muſt raiſe it ſtill ; 
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But yet you know, I ne'er was ill inclio'd, 
My Thoughts were Salli's of a youthful Mind ; 
My Manners were not like my Verſes, looſe, | 
Ard Love, | only for Diverſion Chooſe, 
Then fiace you'can excuſe me, juſtly 00, % 
Defend me till, as 1 have beard you do. 


— 
O—— 


ELESY'IN, 


— 


In Praiſe of his Ship, with ſome ſhort 
Account of his Voyage. 


Uſtly I Praiſe my Ship, ſo good, ſo fine, 
J She bears Minerva's Name, as well as mine, 
So apt to ſail, ſhe moves with any Wind, | 
And haſty, leaves deſerted Shores behind, 
Proudly ſhe ſcorns, but juſt to overcome, 
But reaches thoſe that long have been from Home, 


Defy's 
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Defy's the ſtrongeſt Billows, when they Beat, 
And Foaming, all their wonted Force repeat : 
I Boarded her, when I to Corinth came, 
And long without a Change I kept the ſame; 
Thro' many Dapgers | have ſafely ſteer'd, 
Always entreatirg Pallas, when I feard, 
And now I hope to Make the diſtant Land, 
T he Gerick Coaſt, Auguſtus do's command 3 


She bore me once, through boyſt'rous, troubled 
SEAS, 


A long, and mighty dang 'rous Way to Paſs, 
When ſtanding to the Lefr, ( we ſhunn'd before) 
With much adoe we made the Imbrian ſhore, 
Thea with a gentle Wind, and calmer Sea, 

She eas'ly Touch'd at Samos in her Way ; 

O th? other hand, there ſtands a lofty Wood, | 


Fam'd for its Growth, and for it's nei zhbring 
/Flovd, 


Here I the wide B:orian Fields al 
Walking a Foot, while ſhe puts off to Sea, 
From Helleſpont, Dardania ſhe Gaind, 
And Lampſacus, far her Priapus Fam'd, 


D 4 Then 


(44) 
Then to the Seas, the ſame Leander Croſst, 
When Beaiteous Hero ured him to be Loſt, 
From hence, ſhe had Fair Cyzicon in view, 

So famous for the Arts her People knew z 
Thence to Byzantium ſhe Bore away, 

Where we behold two Seas within one Bay, 

And now, Minerva, orant that ſhe may Paſs, 
Thoſe Moving Iles that lye upon the Seas, 

Next let her reach the Thymian Bay, and Fall, 
'Till fhe comes near Archialus high Wall, 

Then ſhe Meſembria, and Odeſus mult Make, 

And view ſome Towers for their Bacchus ſake, 
And thoſe Alcathor :s, when Wandring, Made, 
With all the Hovſkold Gods he had, 

Soto Milerus, where's the Place I'm ſent, 

To end a weary Life in Baniſhment, 

And if) ſafely tread thi expected ſhore, 

FI Sacrifice.a;Lamb to Palas Pow'r, 


Heav'n knows we cann't, at this time Compaſs 
( more, 
And you two Brothers, you this liland Prays; 


Condutt us in our double, diffrent ways, 


Let 
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Let one the Exxine make with happy Gales, 


* While the other to Biſtomg fails, 


Let Winds Convey us tp the.Pjace-we'wou'd, 
Tho? difFrent both, yet both-kave very good, 


Thus is an Apology for the fore: going 
Elevies, the whole Book bemg made 
FA. ns the Fatigue of his Travels, 
RY - be Arges MM Excuſe. 


| \Here's not a Lattir, endhrs bot [ writ, 
Uahappily purſuing my il] Fate ; . | 
I writ it molt i in cold December? n Froſt, 


W hile the Adriatick with her Billows Tolst, 
The reſt 1 Finiſh*d when the hm palst, 


We all took Ship again, and ſail'd ia haſte, 
So 


=y 
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So odd a Thought, amaz'd the Cyclades, 

To ſee a Poet writing on the Seas ; 

I Wonder'd too, the Patience of my Muſe, 
That in a Storm, ſhe ſhou'd not then Refuſe, 
The Waves, alas, had never been her uſe. 
The World may offi it Madneſs, what they pleaſc, 
But this I know, my Verſes gave me eaſe, 

Tho' Threatning Signs they dreadfully appear, 
And Waters in Diſorder ſhow*'d they Fear'd, 
Sometimes the Ship ſeem'd Bury'd in the Sea, 
Still I writ on, the very Lines you ſee ; 

When Boreas with all his Force prevails, 
Stretches our Cables, Ruffling all our Sails, 


While Waters, parting by the Storm's com- 
( mand, 


Roll into Hills, like higheſt Heaps of Sand, 

Or rather, Taller Mountains on the Land. 

The Pilot ffrighted, thoughtleſs of his Art, 
Begins to Pray, a yery awkard Part ; 

With much a doe, half words he ſtammering ſaid, 
And Promis'd all the Gods he wau'd be good ; 


The 
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T he Gods, regardleſs, wou'd not take bis Word, 
Nor any Comfort for his Pray'rs afford : 
A!l things lookt Ghaſtly that I heard, and ſaw, 
W hiie ſtill Death's Image kept within my view, 


When various Thoughts were ftrugling in my 
( Mind, 


I Pray'd, I Feard, my Fears, my Pray'rs inclia'd, 
One while 1d Pray to make the diſtagt Land, 
Then 1'de in haſte recall that Pray'r agaio, 
Tho' Heaven knows, I fear'd the Wigds and Sea, 
Yet ſtill the Land, ſeem'd fiercer much than they, 
At Home, where Tempeſts only make a Noiſe, 
There, ab there ! at Rome, 1 ad Enemies, 

W hat muſt I then in unknown Nations find, 
Monſters in Nature, rude, il-bred; unkind; 
Theſe Terms too mild, and favourably run, 
For Creatures, only in their Likeneſs, Men, 
Whoſe chiefeſt Art's a barbarous Delight, 
Some knowledge in the Battels that they Fight : 
Beſides, to theſe with Diſrepnte I go, 


Baniſh'd by Ceſar, ſogt. Home aFoe : 1... i 
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Theſe Thovghts, a Storm within my Breaſt had 
| ( made, 
The other.might, this never cou'd be laid. 
Now Reader, if you're generqus, and good, 
If you can Pardon, as a Reader ſhoy'd, 
My Faults in this Diſorder you will Paſs, 
Fhink on the Time, each Circumſtance of Place, 
Think too, that 1 have more Corre&tly Writ, 
When ſafe on Land, in Arbours | have fate, 
My Body n&er was us'd to Froſts like theſe, 
Nor was | eer'in Winter on the Seas, 
And'now I'm there by much to ſoon I find, 


But grant ye Gods, you Gods that once were 
( Kind, 


The Winds,and Froſt,may with my Verſesend, 


The End of the F irft Book, © 


UM 


The Second BOOK 


OF 


- Ovid de Triſtibus 


IMITATED. 
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To Auguſtus Ceſar. 
Rg'd by my Fate, I write, againlI Try, 


; : As tho? the Muſes had not Ruind mey- | 


'T was they Perſwaded, Ceſar, what you Read, | 


And thought my Life was like my Verſes, lewd ; | 
Had I been Wile, I'ad Hated'em at firſt, . | | 
The Learned Siſters, as the Poets boaſt, 
ARhiming Crew, their ſmiles, like a Diſeaſe, 


Quickly Canfound theix very Vorary' & 


This 
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This I hae often known, and yet poſſeſt, 

To theſe I fiy, of theſe alone ſeek Reſt : 

So beaten Fencers, Challenges repeat, 

And give their MangPd Bodies:to be bit, 

So Shipwrack*c Veſſels, plough the ſwelling Main, 
And dare the-very ſelf.ſame Rocks again: 

Leſs may my Dangers be, rather like him, 

He that was heal'd and wounded with the ſame, 
My Muſe that: mov'd the great Au2nſtus ſo, 
May ſhe the ſame 4uguſtus ſoften now, 

The Gods, they ſay, in numbers ſooneſt hear, 
And always anſwer firſt a Poet's Pray'r, 

SO, Ceſar made the /takan Matrons bow, 


So, Phabus was addreſs'd in apteſt Plays, 

Nor did Apillo ſcorn the Poet's Bays, 

By theſe Examples, Ceſar, may you go, 

If it's too much to pardon, milder grow, 
Should Ideny your Juſtice, I ſhou'd fin, 
And impudently move your Wrath again, = 
But had not 1, offending, urg'd you ſo, 

You then had wanted to forgive me now, 


In Numbers offer, what their Opis knew ; 


Shou'd 
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Shou'd ove as often thunder, as we fin, 
Unarm'd, the God, a thouſand times had bin ; 
No, when his Thunder's gone, the Noiſeno more, 
The Air is purer than it was before, 
By this, he's Father ofthe Gods and Men, 
By this, he lives a Long and Happy Reign, 
Ceſar, like him, 1s Pater Patrie, 
Ceſar comWands, and thunders too as he, 

Then like him too, be abſolutely good, 

Pardon your Ov, as the God he wou'd, 

Nor yet leſs good, than great, do's C2/ar live, 
So many Inſtances of both we have. 

Often the Parthians have own'd you kind, 

So God-like is the Temper of your Mind, 

You Pardon'd, tho' again the People finn'd, 
Riches, and Honours, I have known you give, 
To Enemies, that wou'd not have you live, 

You ſcorn the Methods Meaner Princes know, | 
By better Arts you can Oblige us ſo, 


That all muſt Love, as well as F:ar you too, 
That day that War has threatned all before, 
That very day, your Anger has been ore, 


Both 
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Both —_ to tix: Temple have their Offerings 
( broughr, 

The Conquer'd plens's, {o brave the, Vittor fought, 

And as your Souldier $ fond to overcome, 

Others by yours, are Proud to be out-done : 

My Cale is better than a Foe's appears, 

I make no Plots, nor cauſe you open Wars, 

I Swear by Heav'n, and-every Bleſt ode, 

By Ceſar's deareſt ſelf, a Preſent God, 

My Soul do's ſuch Obedience afford, 

Intirely yours, it knows no other Lord ; 

I've wiſht that you might. late to Heaven Go, 


When Life, through Age, grew Troubleſome 
( below, 


When'you were weary of an Empire here, 

The Gods for yout Reception might Prepare, 

And Place [Auguſtus in an Empire there : 

As often as my Gifts the Altars had, 

Witneſs, ye Gods! this was the Pray'r I made. | 

My Books, tho' one of them became my Crime, 

"They moſt, nay That, do's often Ceſar Name ; 

By this 1 my Obedience gave, 

Not that you, Luſtre from my Lines cou'd have, 
10 


53] 
To ſuch a Height;no:Poet:g're con'd'Figg! 

Yet all that Write baveliberty totry 

Jove can't be greater,..nos; bis Acts:more gaod, 
YetPrailc in Verſe has ofcen pleas'dihe God, 
He 1oy*d the Song; andigwvnd the $tory true, 
How Gyants Pelion on. Ga threw, 

Such Beauty ia the Thought, ſo ſtrong the Senfe, 
Poets have had a Privilege e're ſitce, ': 

T he Gods athouſand Bullocks they hdye had, 
All bleeCing freſh upon ithein Altars latd, 

And yet tho' us'dto.Pkenty,, when a, Lamb, 

A ſingle Offering t0-their-Temple came; 

The Gods wou'd ſmile; and take the Sacribce, 
For this alone, they?d Bleſs their:Yatary's ; 


_—_ 


Unalucky: Change. or rather damyd Deſign, : - 


W ho &re he was atsfirſt,, was ſs makind;--: 

To read-my. Yeriesto fo chaſt 4n;Kary; c : 

Good as us yatuntbioking:Vitgias ares: 

That dawt ſe mych:ds Tfemble wn a:Lream, 

Or Graſp theImage-ofithe Youththej? ve ſeen ; / 


| My looſer Lines 'haveiſych Impreſſivgs.mades: -: 2: 


You think the'Preſent ja$:the.gther; Bad ; 


E Some 
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Some jealous Favorite invented: this, 
T hus to undge mne by -an Artifice ; 
Methiaks Itrear how ſpictefully he read, 
W hatenavious Comments on my Words he made, 
How he wau'd bluſh, as Counterfeits they faint 3 
Good Lord! a Man ſhod'd beſo.impudent ! 
This is not ſtrange; figce efery one approves, 
The happy Manthe great Azzyſtus loves, 
But ſurely Jamns, unheard Perſon's Crime, 
Anguſtzs diſapproving, thinks a Sin 5 
Nay, I can hate-my'very; ſelf, :anddo, 
To think I ſh6u'd deſerve aFrowa from you, 


To think-1 {6 fiich Goodneſs ſhou'd-proveke; -:: 


To pleaſteaHumnour' that my-Fancy, took : 
To ſeemy 6ld-Acquaintance, how-they run, 
As V'ad beeh rad; or fome Infeftivn known, - 
As when a weakn'd Houſe-at laſt gives. way, 
The Parts sffeQt# bear the moſt; they Tay, - 
So Fortune fitkley whenſhe changes ſhape, 
All things Giforder'd, and unbappy look. 


It is not noany Moarths ago; lince you, ' 
My Life; and Maingers, and my'Bui'nefs knew, 
Z Often 
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Often ['ve pliaded:tbe-Defendati's Part, 

Not wichourReputation, and lame Art; k 
And tho' Suptrionr Judges have.lookt an, 
They've all approv'd.of what tht Lawyer's done* 
In private things:I've wholly been in truſt, 
When both ſides pleas'd have awn'd me very jul; 
Ah me ! that I ſhou'd only now repeat; 

Caſar was kind, and 1 was fortynate, 

Now the reverſe of what 1 was, | fiak 

Beneath a weight too terrible to think, 

The thouſand: W aves that other Yeſſels miſs, 

By one conſent, 0a mine, together preſs : 


* Why did 1 ſee ?, mhy'did thcſe Eyes behold ? 


W hy was a Fauitiunhappily thus told 2 

At am i0; Diazgaihad it view, 

And enly ſeeing her he periſh'd too ; 

No vite Def6gh the angry Nymph 6h" Fon” 
Att tors only Erittie was, that he (aww; * A 
For this tie utifilfftigalh'd fatts aPfeyy" 

Torn by kk Dogs; it always did obey © 

So when we Helv offend, tho diſtÞy chiinee, 
The $ods ſometimes wort pardon the Offence; 


E 2 That 


[567]. 
That Daythat Etror led 'me fromthe Right, - 
And Drew'metba VVay retn6te#fom it, 4 
That very day; my Houſe bat-fmill;yet Good, 
Was loſt; and cuirid; tho' the Builting ſtood; 
Yet not ſo ſinall;but' Honours ſlicou'd Boaſt; 
Along Deftent from many Ages paſt. 

Not infamouſly low, tior yet {6 High, 

To crack of Riches with our Pedigree, 

A ſafer way *twixt both; by-muchithere was, 
Envy, nor Pity cer tormenting 0s; 

But had our Ancient Lands been lower yet, 

I juſtly might expected tobeen great, 

My Self an Ample Fortune by\my. Wir. 

Tho' my late Linesare looſe;and wanton Read, 


While Nature FER and” my \Paſſjon 4 
| ſway'd. 


The. Thoughtsare manly, and the Verſes good? 
Smooth are my Numbers, and My. + Sence entire, 
Melting the, Wprds, and apt for folr Deſire, wp 
That wongxigg Poets ſhall for Agesread, 

And praiſe, their Ovid for.the Lines he made; 
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Curſe ©? my Fate! -ope ſingle Favit ſhow'd damat 
Baniſh the Poet, and confounthis [Theme 1r- 3-41 
From Love; from Stories of the;Gods, and: Menz 
Forc'd to attemptiExcuſes.for my Crime, |. ot 
Loſt ja the Maſs ill-ſhofil'd Fate bave Horld, - 
Wanting 2 Voice, like that thatmadethe World, 
Shou'd Ceſar call, my Wrongs wou'd all obey, ) 
And 1 for ever boaſt'his Liberty; 
This wou'd compleat the Favours Þ enjoy. | 
For mare | fear*d,'than in your Anger was, 
That you my Life, atleaſt Eſtate-wov'd ſeize. 
But far fromthis; #t*preſent ave all; 

AT]; that by anyTighr; ny owt Gay, (74 00 
Not was my Fanlt, by Voice of Setate Dimn'd, tl 
Or'by a private way of Juſticenim's,-- L 


'T was Ceſar's Mquth Reon Boniſhment, 
But call'd it by.a leſſer! Puniſhment, ©: 


Only Confin'd me-td a diſtant Cline = 

There to Refletthis Goodneſs; indy Sin ; 
And generous Souls:are:moy'd by Glemency, 
yore thatt by Wracks,and Gibbets that they ſee; 


E 3 Such 
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Sach Joftrumeats-of Death, the vulgar ſway, 
And make”em' honelt, when they won't obey, '-* 
The other plead the freedom of their Mind, 
To this orthat; i fpite of all inclio'd, 
But when they't reſolute, they ſhot'd be good, 


Tho' mT-chv EIA the belt are ſometimes 
(bad, 


Abd kind crgiiing Princes RG upbraid, 

When they a happy Penitept have made: 

As talleſt Elms, by Heav'nsthunder-ſtruck, 
Ugly, deſpis'd, farlorn, and naked look, - 

Yet when the hated Bolt has long heen paſt, 

The Vines will-meet, and twine, and kindly graſp 


Hug the dearſoff ting Trees; atd kindly growy 


Tho? Gods themſelves the Boltsin anger threw. , 
Thus when Hke-Heav'n, I know: y66 to be kind, - 
Your greateſt Anger to be ftil] .confin'd, 

I often Hopeyragain, | ſoon Deſpair, 

To think tho*merciful, you're till-ſevere ; 
Severely good," as happy Princes reign, -/ 
When F think thas, my Hqpes are qpaſht again : 


$0 


UMI 


[59 ] 
$6 Veſſels riding en'ananpry Seaj'! 3" - 

Have different Degrees of Terror nigh; 

One while the Winds in gentle Murmurs blow, 
$0 very ſoft, you'd think'no Rage they knew, 


When they buy yu their Breath,” fo'bemvre 


( Eiarces 
And toſs the poffrogess; nt Seamen:worle'; 
So, varigus arethe Paſſions in my. Breaſt, ! 
They give, agzin,\they-take away my-Refb; 
By Hzev'n, that loves A4ygu/tus, and þis Reyne, - 
By all the Gods, that to our Alcars come, . 
By my dear Country; ſafe, while you are io, 
By all your! Hquſhold Gods, and Subjeqts t00, 
May Rome for ever own her Ceſ@% Jaws, 
Fond of the Bleſlings, that bis Reigo:boſtows : 
Long may your Lzvis be your Carcant Joy,” 
Noble, and Great and God, as ſlieis Higb. 3 
Long: may-he blefs kerRoyat Hogband's:Bed, 
With all th' engaging foftneſbof 4 Bride, 
When Natureform'd her for a Bleſſingibere, 
Ceſar was then th” Almighty wENEE Care, 


12x 24t;1 ' "CC, 
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"Twas then, he ſhow:d the Wonders be coufd gg, 
And ſhow'd? em all, in Livia, and you. 
Yopr,Son, that Nromiſes, bis Part.ſo ſoon, -, (1 
May tgay'a prefervs him for his Father's Throne; 
Longrmay,youboth; ſecure your : Empire's Peace, 
Gommand, Inſtrutt, and Govern at your Eaſe , 
Or it the Toils of Bus'neſs/irkfom grow,” - 
May he de'#lt the Wonders that'you doz 
May Victory'that long has known your Tent, 
Comets bis Colours, andher'felt Preſent, + 
Hovering;with Wings officions fly, 
And Crown bim, with the Choiteſt Lawrels nighs 
One Half Rilf preſent, 'Governing at Home, 
Your other (ef Commanding, far from Rome ; ! 
Pardon memow; if private Springs ſeem 
To move the Poet, and Confice bis Theme, : | - | 
Paxdonyour Avid, and:your:Thander Quit; : 
Half dead, with Bolts that: baye' already, Hit ; 
Father, that Word is an indulgent Name, 
And mighty. too, fince Gods are call'd:the ſame; 
The Power ayuch at one-your,Subjedts know, | 
&5God's above, ſo Ceſar Rules below ; | 


EE Then 
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Then ſparegas.Fathersof their Countrey do, - 
And take the Honoyss:that 4 owg your Due; 

I dare-nat Pray you womd; fargire: my. yin; + +1 
Tho' Gods, they ſay,askind as Ehjse Raye bin, 1T 


Only confine me4o;agearer :Shogge.;: cnn 1 rf 7 
A geatler Baniſhments Fle-azk.no-morey ', 7 


This will Alleviatethg Cares I.knaw, © > - 1] 
Leſſen the preſent Ws;that V-Yrackmeyow,-- ] 
In;:V Vide, remeteit Lands, to-liye oloney:{+ 1:17 
With ſuch inhumane; Creatures, far from:Home *: 
Cehers there-are that baye offended; you;/': 

Lheir Crimes g@toriauy as mine cov'd:be, | .._: ;-- 
Yet theſe, were geves ſent, where. J,am come; 12 
Nor-knew, the. many. Dangers, that. I've. done ;*// 
Beyond me's all Juhoſpitable. Ground, . c.-+ -- - 
No Summer, bptretgraal Froſts are-ſognd;/ ; ; -*tf 
Part of the Engine Sea, :Wilch Romeigqominands, 2 
Waſhes theſe:Shoar#q below; Sarmitieſtands:::c2 
Recall me-hence,, hg? yeu-deny me; Pedce; > -!'// 
'Tis Hell, to lige;in ſuch a Place avthits, ic |: 41 7 
Beliden +: We bare an;old Italian Law! .': 
Approy;d of lougy a4 not diſputed now... 0-1 
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That Free-borh Subjects, of a"Ripinn Race, -- 


By Birth have Title to a better place, 4 2: 


Their Princes'(aſe, they muſt notCaptives be, © 
This early ſhow'd 4 Right'fo Liberty. 

I ſha'n't here name*the ſad,unhappy Fault, 

That loſt my Freedom, and Misfortanes bronght, 
But thoſe of which my-Enemies accuſe, 

I never thought, how looſe/ſo ere my Muſe, 


With thefe'they'veoften vext your Royal Breaſt, 


Provok'd:your Anger, and deſtroy'd my Reſt ; 
And all they faid, you thought ſeverely true, * 
Nor dol wonder you believ'd 'om (6, | 


Since Gods have been deceiv'd av well as you.- - )7 
When Fove looks dawn,to fee theWorld below: 


Condemn, approve,and know the things we'ds, 
His leiſure-wowt admit the niceſt View : 
So you, like kim, tho" looking round about,” - 


Some things aingle look canHeter find out t'5'// 


Who can imagine States negltted lye ? 
The thooghts'of Empire Ieft, for-Poetry. * ** - 


Eaſy the Weight; muſt orfyvar Shoulders fit,” © 
Had you:yout ſelf confider 6 Wwvat I Writi®' { 
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The bold Pauaniayyour ſtrength defy'y, - : 
Nor is /l/yrium in” perfet Peace 3: - 
Th& agthe Xbine, their utmoſt Farce prepare, 
And Thracia ſtill employs you ina War z 
Armenia parleys, when the Parthiln} ſhow 
Their Spreading Colbit's, 2s a Warlike Foe ; 
Germania flys before your 'Bolder Son, 

Eariy made Brave, by victories you won y : 

No Head but yours, cou'd ſo much Bus'neſs my 
With'ſo much Eaſe;/ fiich mighty Order tho © 
Your thoughtsto'trevdl 6t'your Emplife Ute, © 
And you, UnroM'd,/Mhengge ſachs Powr 2" 
No Part but Govdtn'd by your proper Cate; 
Yet ihe to Want what's neceſſary there,” © 
Shows that your Sort hata peculiat Moutd, | 


Form'd by lome-: "oy" Uſe made to "ule the 
duet i 6:World; 


Your Laws all Wiſ, and. il Pony": Good, -- 
Your Life, {till ciftegy, ghan the Laws yon made, 
Thus in a long Fatiguevf Ras'geſs.feqnycc. - 

That you ſhau'd thiak of apy 4bipg.gh ye! 


z —_ 
C64] 
1 own my Verſes looſe,” unworthy far,: . / 

To reach the pivus, nice" Anz Ear, 
Brldepatheſs Likes the whole Delgy deter. 


Tou ther wich F F wer: 1 bind your, Hair, be, y__ 

Nor let the HMeatron with wy, Bookbe ſeen, > .. 

1 only fing of youthful, fllen Toys, C 

nd {uch Gay Thoughts, their Formal Wills dif. 
YE ( pleaſe, 


Yet nothing Guards a Miad that will be Bad, ,, 
Preciſeſt Matrops, when they pleaſe, are Lewd,;/ 
And tho?. they never 'heard,.qr ſaw my; Book, t,;; / 
Some gilk,be, Whores, and bn in.gery Looks; .: 
One ſhe reads Annals, there-perhaps ſhe'll had, , 
How 144, aNeltal wasenclin' d,” "7 
When dreaming, ar: cqmpreſtthe lovely Maid; 
And Bleſt her with the Double Birth ſhe had ; 
Let ber but tok-the well writ /£neid: ore; pe 
She wiſhes,- Betis; and thinks-on Ferns Power, © - 
Pity's poor®Drdb, 'whett Had Falls, 4 
And VV'6aders that the Oneen no more Proviils ; 


? | There's 
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$3 | 
There's, nothing, thp'the pure of tie Kiad,. 
That maya't Corrapt ajHeart, that's illinclio'd,' * 
But this is not enoughto Damn a Books! 1 | 
Becauſe ill meanipg,has ghe Reader, Togk, 1; 
Shall we prohibit Fjre;,our common Ut, 
Becauſe Incendiaris.Byry with this,*! «+ ,- +... 
The raveller ard Fhief,,V Vear Swords alike, ' © 
Becauſe one, Robs, ſhall.t; ather take a Sticks; 2 
Or ſhall we pigs, 2ngient Cloyſters Cusſe,, 
Becauſe Maigs talk, pt;yweet Hearts, or 'of worſe; 
One in the very Temple; as ſhe Prays $@.Fove, | 

Is thinking of the Stoxigs of bis Loye; -  : 


Thinking bow many/Mothers ke: might make, - /! © | 


Wiſhing her ſelf a Beauty for bis Jake : 
Another, ſhe at Jane's Altar Prays, :: 

And thinks how. Fair £49p4 Cralt the Seas, 

Pity's poor Juno, by, bes Zove betray td, :- 

The God ſo ofign Ghangiog as he didp: ':) 1d 
But VViſhes {till ſhed bip'ybe Charming Maids; n 
Shou'd ſhe Minera's apful Scatuaſees,c.2 int 
So Good, ſo Tall, {o. fell of Majclkpais1iowt 114 


Some 


- 6 > 
Some Story fill ber Nrany Ldfire won'd find; '2 


How Exi#hos was bord 2fors his Time, #7 '*6 1 


Becauſe the'Goddels hid in; us they ay, © - * 
And ſure If Goddeſſes ſuch Prafks will play; 
Inferiour Nymph their Waiting Women may: 
All things, a Perfon easly tarns toil, 

W hoſe chiefelt Law's the Diltates of his WilF; 
The graveſt-Metrons have' beheld in paint, 

The lew&&F6?mns, the Artift' cod invent ;; * 
The Veſtal3have” beheld” thIdtreagne of Stews, 
The variovs ways; thoſe Proftitntes abuſe, 

And yet the Paifiter if the Piece was good, 

" Receivd'the'Proifes that 44 Artiſt ſhow'd: 

But why ? Oh why ? diTFanhbeppy write, 

Fond o' th' Fantaltick Chavatter,a Wir, 

My wanton Genius, hurtying me along, 

And never reſting; till 1 w&#taone : 

Why did net 1; like othet Poets, move ?(— 
Thunder ut Battets,Wars,not whine out Love® 
Troy had engag'd ne ins Noble Strain, © © £566 
And inoffenſive tos, my Thooghts had bin; © + 


Here 


wa 


UN 


[6] 
Here I had tald theiGrecian Policy, : 

And Troy's unfortuhate Security : -.. 

Oc had this bia-an antiquated There, 
| might have ſang as well of greater Rome, © - 
This had been pious; and a Subjects part, 
Duty cxcugd the:Nicety of Art; 

Tho? Ceſar hall not been oblig'd by this, 
His Worth, ſo'muct}exceedingalimy Praiſe, > 
He muſt have'pardon'd an officious Muſe. 

As Phebus darting Rays aſkect our Eyes, 

So C2/«r's Glories/inithe View ſurprize, 
When with a'Naked Eye we ſee each Light, 
' Tis troubleſome, -and'takevawiy our fight, 
Theſe were my thoughts, and chis believe ic true; 
I; all the Reaſon that i plead; orknew : 

As when a Man, within # little Boat,- 

Safely, in ſhallow Rivers row9dbdur;' 

Bat ſhou'd he Taunch-into the Swellibg:Main, 
His Boat wowd be tos [mall; his*Arttn vain 3: ''- 
So tho' I've writ with Repetation too; / 

Of trivial $ubje&i, Sroties that L knew; - 


Shou'd 


[68 ] 
Shou'd I, for this/a'greater. Thought baveihad: : 
Have writ 7ove* Thunder and therWars he made, 
Or Ceſar*s Wars, but litleitefsthah thoſe, ! .c: 
Next Jave's the Viitory, : av gacgithe Cauſey :/: f 
Awkward my weaker-Numbers ag ſt have bin," 
And Jouve, and Cd4far, fufferdinthbe Strain. 
Once | began'theirbighty Tavkt;carflcTrye ig fr 
Hang of Wars;-as other Poets:dnd;: p, 

- But ſtill, my-Hers.10' furpalt the reſt; 

; muſt have YYritatbe worſt; [if-not the beſt 2+ | 
Then l reſply'd to telbſeme anjarous! Tate, 

With meking>Words oblige the Lopging Girl, 
While frequent Biuſhes, with Repeated/Sighs, 
Engaging Looks, the -Langhage-of the Eyes, - > 
Show how ſhe loves; and: loving how-ſhe Dyes. )' 
Curſe o' this Thaught/! why did, l learn to-Read ? | 
Why did my:Tatortcach meias.he did ? FE. 
And yet Iſaffer-thro' Miſtake, as tho',* _ 
Unlawtul Wegs of Love I did purſue 5 <<, | 
As tho' Fad ſought abuſe the Npprial Ritesy - - 
And gratibe-my felf with vtle Delights}: {-; 2 1c 
b wort This 


— 


(169 ] 
This I Profefs; and Heaven knows it true, 
Lawful are all the ways of Love I know E 
No Man by me's a Doubtful Father made, . 
I never wrong'd the meaneſt Perſon's Bed; 


_ My Lifeand Verſe, have always differ'd far, 


Pleaſant my Muſe, my Manners more ſevere: 
Accias was Flerce, Terence was ſoft; and ſmooth, 
'Fore Tragedies, preferring Plays, leſs Rongh, 
Nor yet am I the firſt, that writ another way, 
Anacreows Applanded to this day, 

For writing of a barmleſs Love, like me. 

Sappho had never reach'd an Excellence, 

Had not ſke writ of Love, without Offence 2 | .. 
The good Menander, when he made his Plays, 
Menander that diverts fo many, Ways, -,. «:.... 
He never Writ, but Love way ſtil} bis-Theme, 
Bewitching Love, the tender Virgia's Dream ; 
He taught'em Laws, to. manage all their q ire, 


And while they- Burg'd. themſelves with;ſtrong 
( Deſire, 


Diſſemble ſtill, and make their Lovers dye, 
But t Dye to Live, and Meet with greater Joy 3; 


F What 


[50] 


What are the jaar, that the World approves, 


But Wars, occaſion'd by Forbidden Loves ? 

How Helen, melted by her Paris Voice, 

Yields to his Charms, and eaperly enjoys : 

Had not Ulyfes Wife ſo many Won, 

Homtr, his Odyſſes had neer begun, 

Nor we have Read the Wanderer from Home: 
In all the Yarious Paſſions Zomey Paints, 

There's none more Taking, that he Repreſents, 
Then when he tells, how Mars with Yenxs lay, 
And makes each God a Witneſs of their Joy; 
How pleaſantly her Husband is Reveng'd, 
Tolet 'erm lye; till he prepares the Chains, 
Many the Iaſtances1 yet cou'd heap, 

Wou'd not the Reader, and my Muſe both fleep. 
Catullui always moſt Correctly Writ, 

His: Zesbia the SubjeCt of his Wit : 

Hortenſins, and Servus, lov'd like me, 

Ahd wlio wou'd fear to Follow ſach as they ? 
Gulas, for Lycoris was never Blam'd, 


Talkibgtoo much, not Writing, Gal Damn'd. 


Tibulls; 


71 


Tibullus writes, how freely Women ſwear, 


» 


What ſtrange deluding ſott of things they are ; 
They value ſtritelt Oaths, no more than Wind 


When e're they pleaſe to change a Fickle Mind, 
How Wittily they will a Keeper Balk, 


And when their Husband's jealous, how they talk 3 


And he, Tiballs, beſt theſe Truths might know, 
At once the Cully, and the Poet too. 


Propertizs next, ſo great, and very good, 

How Men admir'd, and Women loy'd, he ſhow'ds 
Propertius yet Repeated Honours had ; | 
Ceſar his Friend, approving what he did. 

When theſe Succeeded all fo well, I thought, 

| TI might purſue the Meaſures that they Taught, 

I feard not, where ſo many Ships had Paſt, 

\ Or thought my Bark wou'd Shipwrackt be at laſt : 
| Had but Play'd the Droll in Mimick Wit, 

F:d then bin ſafe, and pleas'd a laughing Pit, 

All Apes, Sexes, Flock with haſt to tneſe, 

And love the Bawdy that they find in Plays 3 
To hear a Toothleſs Strumpet 1} plit her Sides, 
Laugh 'cill ſke pifſes at the Words the Reads, 


F2 « Judge 


LEN 
© Judge me ! the Author's ſuch a Witty Man, 
*« He muſt'do more than other People can: 
Thus [ had inade a Party to Retreat, 
Had I but thus Buffoon'd it when I writ, 


And all my Nonſence wou'd have bin Sheer 
( Wir. | 


Shall tammering Mimicks then Protected live ? | 
And others want the Favours that they have ? | 
Shall Ovid ſuffer, while he wou'd Delight? | 
Others be ſaſe, that do, what Ovid writ ? 

My Lines by th' Mob, as theirs, huzza'd bave bin? 
And mine, and theirs, A»gxſtus, you have ſeen ; 
But ſeen, as when we different Paintings view, 


Diverting for the Skill the Painter knew, 
And he a certain Due, Reward, receives, 


Tho' he a Monſter, nay, the Devil gives : 
Within your Palace, various Piftures hang, 

The beſt Drawn Pieces, by the Niceſt Hand, 
And yet more famous for their Houſe than Paint: 
Your Fathers, Uncles, by a long Deſcent ; 

Not far from theſe, nay, inthe neareſt Room, 


Some Women hang, as Naked as they re Born, 
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| [73] 


Let greater Pens, for bloody Wars prepare, 
Inur'd to Dangers, astheir Hero's are ; 

Let theſe in ſtrains, their Ceſar's Battels ſpeak, 
And ſhow in Arms, how like a God you look, 

| W hile others, $kill'd Pcky.art of Heraldry, 

Tell all the Wonders of your Family, 


How for ſome Ages, Hero's have bin bred, 
And how Auguſtus do's the reſt.excecd .: 

This I have often wiſht, but-wiſht in-vain, + 
| Nature deſigning me a weaker ſtrain, 

| Far ſrom the beſt, yet not the worſt, ſo-mean. 

| VF7il, the Wonder of a Wonderous Age, 

W hoſe Art does ſtill ſome mighty things Pre- 
© a -lages 
Whoſe Writings give unto our Poets Laws, 
| W hether a great or humble Theme they chooſs: 
If Warriours read, in him their Art-they find, 
Honour, and Courage, in the Trojans joyn'd: 
| If Lovers:take bis ends down, 
| They read; how Dido, and the Hero's found, 
How. ove, he Thunder'd inthe World above, 
Kindly aſſiſting their Deſign of Love : 


I 


F 3 Thus 


[74] 
Thus he in Notes, ſa artfully cou'd Play, 
The Fierce, and Gentle, all, in him agree, 
In bim they Meet, 2 pleaſant Harmony. 
Nor did he once, diſdain the Herdſman's Song, 
But writ Bucolics, in his Mother Tongue ; | 
How Corydon for his Alexis Burn'd, | | 
How prond Alexis, Coryaon he ſcorn'd: | 
He ſhow'd how Ny/2, Mopſus lov'd, | 
A Hamone Women always mov'd; 
Tho' Mopſus Nature had deſign'd a Jeſt, 
Aſopſus was Rich, and Nyſz loy'd bim beſt. 
Thus when'the Afanraan Port led the way) 
I thought to follow ſuch-a Guide as he, 
To write like him, cou'd ne'er have ruind me: ) | 
N or yet, dol, more ſerious Subjects want, | 


vn _— —— — —— 


Some Books of Sacred Feaſts, I have in Print ; 
One while, my Maſe, in Tragick Buskios Trod, 
All very ſolemn, grave, and ſome ſaid good : 
Another Work, with Care and Pains I wrote, |} 
Tho? in my Sentence 'twas unfortunate ; 
Wanting the Authors lak perfor ming Stroak, 
To give jt, Graces for the niceſt Look, 
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In this, ( my Metamorphoſis) | ſhow, 
The Face of things, from Nothing, down to you: 
Wou'd you, in this, kut Read my Innacgace, 
You'd find how muchthe Poet lov'd the Prince; 
You'd Read in c&'ery Line my very Soul, 
| Ingirely yours, without Reſerygs at all ; v 
| Nor wasl ever Temfﬀed when I writ, 
{ -Jnferiour Men, with diſrepect to Treat, 
| I always hated a Satyrick Wit, 

Ne'er Wounding any, but the Author, yet. 
| This ſhow'd the Temper of a Peaceful Mind, 
Form'd in my Infancy, by Age refin'd ; 
| For this, no well-bred Romaz triumphs now, 
Pleas'd at the Puniſhment I undergo, 
But rather Mourns, the diſmal ſtory told, 
And often wiſhes that I were recalld. 
May theſe, Great Ce/ar, move your Royal Breaſt 
*Till you Remit my Sentence, part at leaſt, 
| If it's too much to Pardon, grant ſome Place 
| Nearer my Native Country much than this. 
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The End of the Second Book, 
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The Book entreats the Reader to be 
Candid, and before he Condemns, to 
FAll ft Td the Diſadvantages it was 
writ with: He ſhows his coming td 
Rome, where he met with a Guide, 
that acquainted him with all the 


Curioſities of the Place. 
EL'E GY I. 


E gentle, Reader, whoſoceer thou art, 
| Pitty a poor, unhappy Wanderers Part, 
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[77 ] 

The Wretched Qff ſpring of a Wretched Man, 

Baniſh'd his Countrey to a Farreign Land, 

But be n't affraid, nor Bluſh at what he gives, 

No thoughts .of Love are Read within theſe 
| ( Leaves 5 

The Author's not ſo ſenſleſs, to be merry now, 

To Write as happy Pts, whentbey Write, do; 

When Reaſon in her Infancy he knew, 

And thought his Wit the better of the two, 

*Twas then a laſting Train of UIls be laid, 

Pleasd with the Fond Ideas that he had, 

He writ of Love, and Flatter'deery Senſe, 

Promis'd himſelf no Injuries from thence'; 

Had he but thought,how Fond Pygmalion Wood, 

How proudly, when he loy?d, the'Statue ſtood, 

No living Beauty he had-ever Took, ' -'/ 

Or Dar'd the Lightning that thoſe Angels-Look'; 

Or had but C/ar ſpoke ſuch Writings Sin; 

Head ſooner anger'd any God than him's 

But now his Subje&ts chang'd;ah! now too HYte. ; 

Now, when he feels unequal Fortun©s Weight, 

Sad are his Notes, adapted to his Fate. 


No 


[78] 
No Ornaments in Prudence he'd beſtow; 


Had I'come out as gay, as others do, 


The World had thought him Prond, me Fool- 
. ( iſh too. 


If he ſhon*d ſtammer at his Mother Tongue, 
Or write, asthiey that have been abſent long, 
"Tis this damn'd J argon,th% the Countrey ſpeaks, 


Confounds his Words, and ſuch a difference 
( makes; 


Now, Reader, if it is not troubleſome, 

DireR me, in this City where I'm come ; 

And may the Gads for ſuch a Kindneſs give, 

A mighty Portion of the Gaods they have ; 
May you-ne'er Travel weary, as I've done,- _ 
Byt live 8.profperous, good old Age, at Home ; 
P11 Follow whereſoe'er you pleaſe to go, 

Tho' Fai Faint, Hungry, very Dirty too. 

At this he walks, and with his Finger ſhows, 
This is the Court, ſays he,of Ce/ar's Houſe, 
This is the is Sacra wheres. you Paſs, 
@ Streep the World in admiration has ; 


[79] 


Here you may ſee, where Yeſt4's-Temple's ſet, 
That's Numa's Pallace there, not far from it ; | 
This is the Place, where bold Evander-dwelt, 
And here,they ſzy, this Hill, Rome firſt was Built. 
Thus, while I wonder all the lovely ſight, 
1 ſee a Houſe, the Poſts jn Armour ſet, 
Good, as ſome God had had it for his Seat : 
Nay, ſo ſurpriz'd, 1 innocently cry'd, 
Is n't this Fove's Houſe ? it miſt be ſo, I ſaid, 
For there, hard by, an Oaken Crown I ſee, 
Sacred to Fove, this makes my Augury, 
But ſtill my Guide, he told me I was Wrong, 

"Twas C2/ar”s Pallace, and he' i known it long; 
I cou'd not for my Heart but yet conclude, 

So ſtately all, ſo-happy the Abode, 

Ceſar muſt be-at leaft a Second God. 

Why are theſe Gates, I ſaid, with Laurels ſet ?* 
How come the Boughs thus artfally to theet ? A 
Is it becauſe perpetual Trinmph's here ? | 
And Lanrek-wanting for ſo-many are ? 

Oc is it Holy-day ?or this Sign, 
How happy all the Peopleare in him ? 


[: 80:] 
If ſo, to th Number'\may he kindly add, 
One Citizen his Angers wretched made : 
Ah me ! ſo awtul all the Place appears, 

My Heart miſgives me, and admits of Fears, | 
My Paper links, affefted with the Thought, 
As wild Diſorder a Preſage/had Taught : | : 
At this I Stop, and Kneeling down, 1 Pray, f 
Firſt to my ſelf, at.laſt, aloud'I ſay ;- 


May Ceſar, Sovereign of the World below, ' 
Great inhis Empire, and his Wiſdom too, | 
Forgive my Father, and Revoke, his Doom, | 
And ſmile on me, tho? Born an Exile?s Son. | 
Next, by a Vaſt, but gradual Aſcent, a 


Where Great Apolty's Temples Were, we went, 
Where Books are ſeen, of yariousSubjects writ, 
Contain'd within a Place that, joyns toic ; | 
And here | thought my Kindred Books to ſee, | 
All but th' unfortunate, our Miſery.:, - | 
But ere I Ilookt the, ſeveral Claſſes 9'er, | 
The Keeper told,me, there was noneſuch there; 
And rudely bid, me ig a barbarous, Tone, 

By fair means, or by,fonl, be quickly; gone : 
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81 
From thence to other Libraries came; --- 

But ſtill no leſs than there, Repulsd with ſhame . 
At this a ſad Refleftion made me'ſigh, 

By Birth, that I ſhow'd fo unhappy be, 
Loſt by my Father's Crimes, as well as he. 


1 
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ELEG Y IL. 


In this Elegy Ovid complains of. his 
Baniſhment, and paſſionately defires 


fo dye. 


Hen the Gods Curſe, in Sufferings like 
F 11,9447 !2 Z'...C Ine, 


Tho' great their Wrathy yet greater isthe Sin; 
That I to Scythia\fhrditd Baniſhr be ! 
Live ig Diſgrace, and dye with Infamy! 


2 
The Muſes that I doted 0n,and Pray'd;] 

So paſſionately courted, as I did ; 

The Deities, | ſo entirely loy'd, \ 


That took my Offerings, aud my Songs ap- 
( provd, 


Theſe might, one wou'd have thought, the 
( Gods have mov'd. 


Apoilo tov, the Patron of our Right, 

Refus'd bis Iatereſt, and left me quite. 
Abandon'd, and undone, my Wrongs I tell, 

But none can know their Force but I, that feel; 
I, that my Life, till now, in Silence paſt, 
Avoiding noiſe, and bug? neſs to the laſt ; 
Tender, and Delicate, no Labours knew, 

- Or Heats, and Colds, as Travelters do, 

That I, ſhou'd ſuch an Alteration bear ! 

The Icy Seas, and Froſks, ſo common here, x 
Spent by Fatigues, that I ſhou'd think to write * 
That it ſhon'd pleaſe me too, is ſtranger yet ! 
When all the wretched Tale I tell; is true, 

And what the Reader ſees, I feel; and know ; . 


Wheg 
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[83] 
When | had paſs'd the Dangers of the Seas, 
And reach'd the Land, the fad appointed Place, 
I thought my Mind might with the Veſlel reſt, 
However, be more peaceable at leaſt, 

But far from this, new Horrors they affright, 


L - -Yhe Towns, the Men, the Land, a wretched 
( Sight ! 


«At this, my Eyes, obedient to my Mind, 

Guſht out with Tears, that long ha&bin confin'd, 
| SuchFloodsI wept,as when great Waters flow, 
From talleſt Mountains ,coverd o're with Snow, 
|| . Diſſolvd by Rains, that Threat'n all below. Y| 


While Rowe, the great, the good, the much lov'd 
( Place, 


My Houſe, my Wife, my Friends, my Fearsen- 
( creaſe, 


Often I ask to Dye, but ask in vain, 

As Heav'a refery'd. me for a farther Pain ; 

But that canu't bez ſq, exquiſte my;Grief, 

The Torments that.I know exceed Belief: 

Why has the Fatal Steel eſcap'd my Throat ? 
Why has the Deep ber Month.unkindly ſhus?.-- 


The 
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The Gods, in Complaiſance to Ceſar's Wrath; * 
Reſolve me wretched; and deny me Death. 


To his Wife. 
With fome Account of | his Sickneſs. 


Oo weak to write, aStranger's hand uſe, 

| l But be o't, my Dear, too much ſurpriz'd 
| ( at this 

Take the truieReaſon, tho'T'm loth to tell, 
So much you love,/fo very muck I feel : 
A ſudden llInefs Teiz'd'me with a mighty force, 
And tho' fo-bad at firſt, I ſtilf grew worſe, . 
'VVhite ſhooting Pains diſtorted every joint, 
And frequent Sweats made all my Members faint ; 
My 
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_ My Fingers, they refus'd the Y Vork they Knew, 
And diſobey'd, tho I deſigg?d it you ; 

No Mears was lefr, but by another's hand, 

And this is that, my Deareſt VVife, 1 ſend ; 
The want of Health's no fmall, no trivial II], 
The Braveſt pity, when the Pains they feel 


When weary'd Nature, Stagger'd with the 
( Weight, 


Diſorder'd, links beneath approaching Fate ; 


But mine's much worſe than e'er the Wretchedſt 
( knew, 


The Place I live in, doubles every Woe, 

Here's no Phyfitian to Relieve the Sick, 

No healing Cordials to fupport the YVeak, 

No VVitty Friend is found within this Place, 
yVith pleaſing Stories, to diyert in ſuch a Caſe,» 
And make the ſluggiſh Minntes mend their Pace: 
[n various Poſtures on my Be:d Llye, | 
Reſtleſs in all, yet ſtill che fame I Try, 


Vyhile crouding Thoughts are- wind .; my 
ind, 


Bat you, as always, the deepeſt find ; 
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Fond of your Name, the wonted Sound [ ſpeak, 
Improperly,/they ſay, and Nonſence make, 
So much I love, that ſhou'd my Faultring Tongue) 
Too Weak, refuſe to ſpeak as it has done; 


Shou'd you'appear, the Skrings wou'd artful Play, 
Tho' ſhrunk before, wou'd all Obedience be, 

A thouſand little tender things I'de fay, 

Talk like a Lover, on his Wedding-day, 

And more than talk, I'd love, my Dear, as he. 
Such joy, wou'd give new Meaſare to my Days, {| 
W hile 1 not only liv'd, but liv'd with Exſe ; 
But if the Thread of Life the Siſters ſpun, 
Was hat deſign'd till now, and's a'moſt done, 
It had bin kiad to let me ſtay'd at Home, 

And there, ye Gods, expeCtted-tillicRon ; | 
Thien Thd/a Grave wirhin my Country had, 
And all my Friends, the decent Rites had paid, > | 
Secure I'ad ſept, without RefleQion layd 
Now 5o a diſtaht Land, remote from all; 
Liviog, and dying, I unpity'd Fall, 

; No tender Friend todo the laſt kind Work, 
To Cloſe my Eyes, for eyer after Dark. | 


When |; 
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W hen you receive theſe Lines, my Deareft Wifes 
Let not my cares,too much encreaſe your Grief z 
Inur'd to Sarrows, you know better things, 

You know,too much Concern,a Weakneſs brings; 
Long you have learnt the Melancholy Trade, 
Read all the Myſtery ?s it ever had ; 

Beſides, Child, Death it felPs no Puniſhment, 
Youlolt your Husband'in his Baniſhment, 

I he worſt of Deaths the Gods cou'd c'er invents 
A Death with infamy, to th' Vileſt ſeat ; 

And now if Heay'n wou*d pardon what is paſt, 
This Pray'r I'de make,and breath it with my laſl 3 
May no Remains of me, but all entire, 

Stretcht on the Pile; 10 fierceſt Flames expire ; 
For ſhou'd what fond Pythagoras ſays, be true, 
That#fter Death, our Souls a Being know, 

More W retched ill, to dye in ſuch a Place, 
Unknown the Way, I ſhog'd be Doom'd to this 
Converſe: with Ghoſts, that Devils liv'd, 

That never cou'd an Earth be once believ'd, 

This makes me Charge thoſe Servants that I have; 
To ſee all Burnt, ſome Aſhes only ſave, 
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And theſe enclos'd within a well-made Uro, 

To /taly, with haſte I wou'd have Born, 

And thus; tho' dead, my Dear, | ſhall return. 

And;who-can blame your pious care in this, 

, Tis all inhumane, if it ſhou'd diſpleaſe, 

The Tiban dead, his Corps were ſtole away, 

And bury'd too, in ſpite of a Decree : 

Let well-choſe Sweets be ſcatter'd o're my Grave, 

And let my Marble this Inſcription have 3 
| 


Here, in this Melancholy Vault below, 

Lyes 1njur?d Ovid, all that's Ovid now, 
Undone, and ruin'd, while he he ſtrove to move, 
By telling Stories of endearing Love : 

ls Now whoſot'er thou art, that paſſeſt by, 

Pray Heawn that Ovid may ſecurely lve, 
Since thou thy ſelf haſt lov'd as well as he. 


This is enough to ſtgnihe the Man, 
The reſt my Books willdo,they ſpeak my Fame, 
Louder, and better, than Inſcriptions can. 


D-Iy 
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Much more I have to ſay, much more cou'd'find, 
Cou'd I with ſtrength deliver all my Mind : 

Take then ynfiniſh'd, what your Husband gives, 
May you enjoy, 2nd long, the World he leaves; 
May yoa of Bleſſings have ſo vaſt a ſtore, 

'Till Heav'n can give, or you can ask no more. 
The laſt good thing your Ovid he preſents, 

He gives you Health, the Bleſſing that he wants. 


a. ith. tt. At. 


To his Friend. 


Adviſing him to ſhun the dangerous | 
Converſation of the Great, recom- 
mending a Private Life, with the 
Advantages of a Retirement, 


Ake this, my Friend, in Dangers often 
| ( known, 
; That durft, in worſt of Times, a Friend- 


( ſhip own ; | 
Live to ſelf, always avoid a ſhow, | 
The Private, do, the trueſt Pleaſures know, | | 
Value thy ſelf on Nature's better Care, 
Prefer her Gifts, before his Lordſhip's Earz | 


Deſpiſe 
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Deſpiſe the Gaudy Titles that be bas, 

The Mouldy inſtances of former Praiſe; 

B:lizve me, for I know it very true, 

None live ſo happy, as the Private do ; 

A ſmall, convenient, little Houſe, I'd chooſe, 
With ſome few Friends, try'd by the niceſt Laws, 
This I'd Prefer, by much, before a Court, 

With all the Powder'd Fops that there Reſort, 
Scarce 1n appearance Men, ſo Antick dreſt, 

Yet when they Talk, their Garb's by much the beſt 3 
To live with ſuch as theſe, is Hell to Wiſer Men» 
That love their Eaſe,and Studys,more than Gain : 
When Fove in anger Throws his Thunder round, 
He levels taller Buildings with the Ground, 
While Humble Cottages untouch'd are found. 
The naked Sail-yard all Attempts defys, 

Fearleſs of all the force of Waves, and Skies, 


While ſwelling Sails are drove thro' dangerous 
( Ways 

Ruffl'd by Winds, that trouble wideſt Seas; 

O, had I took, what here I now advitſe, 


You ad known me ſtill at Rome, ia perfect Peace! 


He 
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He who by Chance comes down upon a Plain, 
Falls without danger, and may riſe again : 
Why was Fam'd Dedalus found {afe, when he, 
With Wings, as well as /car did Fly ? 
This was the Difference, and only this, 
One kept the Ground, the other Made the Skys ; 
— When Daedalus fel], he roſe again with eaſe, 
But t'other falling from a Precipice, 
Dy'd ith' Attempt, and dying Nam'd the Seas, 
Believe me, Friend, and take my very Soul, 
The Truths 1 tell, ate good, and ſtudy'd all, 


Quit not Retirement, for Noiſe, and Show, 


Or Pompous Titles, as the Great Ones do. 
Happy the good, Unknown, who in a Middle | 
( State, | 
Contented lives, more Vertuous than Great, 
He anſwers all the Ends the Gods enjoyn, 
No time, but's very well employ'd by him ; 
What &er he ſays, is all ſeverely true, 
He do's not talk, as Paralites in Courts muſt do, 
He's always juſt to what he do's pretend, 


And i is, where &cr he promiſes, aF riend : 


Friend- 


Uh 
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Friendſhip admits of no diſſembling Arts, 

But boaſts of pure, entire, and perfeCt parts, 
Allows no more of nauſeous Flattery, 

Than pious Laws approve of Treachery ; 

But all her Rules, ſo well you underſtand, 

You can in lofcyer Strains than I, commend ; 
You praiſe it too, by praCtifing the Gaod, 

And living PerteQq, as the Better ſhoud. 

Ofrea l think, with what a kind ſad look, 
When I left Rome, your laſt Farewell you took ; 
With what affection you return'd my Kiſs, 
How much concern you ſhow'd in the Surprize, 


What Floods of Tears deſcended from your 
| (Eyes! 
This was Compaſſionate, and very Kind, 

But this is but a part of what's behind ; 
W hea e'er the Rabble, fond of Miſery, 
Breath'd out my Name, with Infamwy, 
| You, like a Guardian Angel, ſtill ſtood firm, 
| And for my Sake, oppos'd the loudeſt Storm; 
For this, the World (hall pay eternal Praiſe, 
And read your Name in never dying Verſe ; 


My 


7 / 
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My Perſon's Baniſh'd, but my Name's ſtill free, 
And boaſts, a great, and glorious Liberty. 


—u_ 


ELEGY V. 


To his Friend. 


Charus. 


w 


Well I remember then, how kindly you, 


Hen the laſt Morn's unwelcome Light 
| ( came on, 


When I muſt leave my Wife, my 
(Friends, and Rome, 


Profeſs'd a Friendſhip ever ſince prov'd true; 
Nor had I long, my Friend, the Bleſſing known, 
Which made it dearer than 1t wou'd have bin, 


That 


Whom he calls by a Feignd Name, 
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| That you, while I, uadone, neglected ſtood, 

Shou'd then, an carly Friendſhip too, make good, 

Was ſuch a generous, and noble thought, 

It reach'd the higheſt Pitch that F riendſhip ought ; 

Nor yet do's Abſence alter your Deſign, 

Bat ſtill, my Char«s, you continue Mine ; 

Often you dare to take a Sufferer's Part, 

And none, than Charxs, boaſts a nicer Art ; 

Your Eloquence wh ſo much force can move, 

Severeſt Judges a'molt partial prove ; 

W hat can you do then, whea a fort of Right, 

Pleads for your Friend, and you, my Friend, Plead 
(it? 

This is my Caſe, in this, uſe all your Skill, 

Ceſar Is good, and will forgive an III, 

For mine's a Crime, becauſe he thinks fo ſtill. 

The Great, and Valiant, is the Generous Foe, 

He ſcorns what little petty Conquerors do, 

His Honour prompts him by a better Law. 


The Fault once own'd, he ſoon Forgives the 
( Crime, 


And ne*er vpbraids, till he's provok'd again 


So 
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So fierceſt Lions, tho' their Power great, 


Pardon the Weak, when Proſtrate at their Feet, 
Such an Acknowledgment decides the Fray, 
And this is certatnly the nobler way ; - 
But Wolves, and Bears, of an inferiour Race, 
Always the ſame, are fierce in every Place, 
They no Submiſkon take, bat ſeize their Prey, 
And rudely Þzar the trembling Beaſt away. 
Who was c*er Rouvgher than Hchiles was ? 
Yet Dardanus his Griefs took ſo much Place, 
His VVrongs was read in Fierce Achilles Face : 
Such thoughts as theſe, make me expect Relief, 
That Heav'n will one day mitigate my Grief: 
Had I bin conſcious of ſome Mighty Fault, 
I durſt not then, ſo much as this have Thought , # 
Had I in VVine profan'd great Ce/ar*s Name, 
Manag'd refleCtingly ſo good a Theme 
Had I bin Treacherovs, I ſhou'd deſire to dye, 
Rather than live with ſo much infamy ; 
But for beholding what I cou'd not ſhun, 
Baniſh'd, for what my Eyes have only done, 
Is hard, and yet for this Im Baniſh'd Rome. 


Now 1 
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Now, what I ask, is, you wou'd intercede, 
If Liberty is never to be had, 

Pray my Removal from this horrid Place, 


And [le reſt ſatisſy'd, my Friend, with this. 


ELEGY VL 
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To Perilla. 


O to Perhilla, Letter, haſty Go, 
' Tell her of e'ery Circumſtance you know 3 
You'll find her Waiting by her Mother ſtand, 
LiſFning, and Running, at the leaſt Command : 
What-e*er ſhe's doing of, tell her of me, 

She'll leave it all, and quickly follow thee 

A thouſand times ſhe'll ask you how 1 do ? 
Whether Pm melancholly till, or No ? 


'/ 
/ 


Whether my Health e'ent injur'd by my Fate, 
And I grown old, and bend beneath the Weight ? 
To all ſhe ſays, make ber this ſhort Reply, 

I live, but live impatiently to Dye : 

Tell her, the Muſes are my Care again, 
Andall the Pleafure that I have's in them; 
And while you talk, ask her be ſure, why ſhe, 

Buſy d in other Studies, left her Poetry ? 

She had a ſort of Right, by Birth to plead, 
Her Father's Wit, has always bin allow ; 
'Twas very hard, ſhou'd Children only live, 
Entitl'd to Diſeaſes, that their Parents have ; 
Sometimes a Fathers Wir's a happy Share, 

A Promiſing Portion,in the meaneſt Heir ; 

W hen Nature in Per://a-prov'd her Care, 

And Form'd her PerfeCt, as the Niceſt are, 

When every Stroak Foretold a certain Reign, 

And Pregnant*Wir, early deſerv'd a Name, 

'Twas then, I brought her to the ſacred Spring, 

And gaye her to the Nine a grateful Offering, 

They ſoon inſpir'd with Art and Thought, 


And all her Lines were Smooth, as ſhe were 
( Taught ; 
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None than Perilla more ſublimely Flew, 

Yet never loſt, her Rules feverely Trae ; 

If Charming Lesbia ſung a nobler Song, 

Leibia with Pains had Read the Muſes long, 
Perilla in her Infant Age writ ſtrong. 

Often with Pray*rs, I bleſt th' Auſpicions Sign, 
Kiſt the young Girl, ia all her Attions Mine, 
Often I wonder'd at the mighty Powr, 

A Tale I'ad heard, but never knew before ; 
Thus was my thoughts Raisd to a vaſt Height, 


To ſee my Darling Care, Perhil/a Great, 
When ſtraic, ſome angry God his Thunder threw, 
And ſtriking me, he ſtruck Peril/a too ; 

No ſooner was my Baniſhment Decreed, 

But my great hopes, were in a Moment dead, 
Perilla, all her Books afide had laid. 

What tho' by-Readiog Pmwpnſortunate * 
You may expect, my Dear, a better Fate; 
Beauty, ?tis true, you have a wondrous Share, 
But Beauty, Child, tho? every Parent Scare, 
Shines but a while, and then will Diſappear ; 


But 


100: 
Bat Ladies that have Wit and Beauty too; 
May boaſt more Slaves than Richeſt Tyrants do; 
Nay, when Time has Plough'd the lovely Face, 
And all Perila's thouſand Chatms, decreaſe, 
Her Eyes leſs ſprightly, and her Lips leſs red, 
Ner Noſe, her Cheeks, look nothing as they did; 
Her Wir ſhall ſtil] a mighty [Empire know, 
And all Mankind ſhall to Perils Bow ; 
Let this, my Dear, make you aſſume your Pen, 
And read, with care, your Authors o'er again, 


And Bleſs the World with th' Iſſue of your 
( Brain. 
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VERSES 
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ODE 3- Horace, Lib. 1. 
to / FEGIL,' 


T aking a Voyage to Athens, 


Ay Venwm happily ConduGt my Friend, - 
M And Helen's Brothers, ſhining Stars, de- 
(fend ; 
May e£olus, whoſe Voice the Winds obey;:.. 
Make thee his Care, and Rill the Raging Sea, 
Chain in his Deneach Wind, but what you-want, 
Andlike a God Prote, and Storms prevept: ; - 
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And you, Fond Ship,proud of your Burthen now, 
Sail with more care, than uſually you do ; 
Safely convey him to the Arrich, Lands, 

The beſt of Poets, and the beſt of Friends ; 

In this you will Preſerve my better Half, 

My Y:rgil, Dearer to me than my ſelf. 


His Heart was more than Braſs, who firſt durſt 
( 80, 

And viſit diſtant Shoars, as we do now, 

Safe in a Ship, the Floting Monſters ſee, 

And be no more Concern ith? Deep,than they, 

Careſs the Watery People as they come, 


And ſmile, as tho? ſome Common thing he*ad 
( done : 


la vaio, the Prudent Deities divide, 
Confine Mankind by an impetuous Tide, 


While .lmpious Ships can Croſs the Rougheft 
(Seas, 


In ſpite of all the Force of Waves and Skies. 

Nothing's ſo Mad, that fooliſh Man won't do, 

Courting Forbidden 1lls, becauſe theyre fo. 

Promethens,'long ago, begun the Way, *' 
| Stealing:Fove's Fire to Animate his Clay, 
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How often will he Weep his Wretched Fate ? 
And Curſe his Stars, that fo feverely'Hate 
Tho? now he eager, Rifles all thy Charms, 
And thinks no Bleſlings like his Py?*ba's Arms ; 
Ne*er doubts at all; but-you will always Prove, 
Conſtant like him, Ergaging {fill in Love :: 
Unhappy Men !.- to whom unkonowa youlbiae, 


Who fondly think you're Good, ibecaufe! you'r 
(Fine, 


I felt the Storm my Self, and then.L Vow d, 
For ever after to Adore th? Aſſiſting God, 


And here, this Table-ſhaws 1 dread:;the Flood. - 


do. Clarinds. 


O Pray's a Privil:dge the Gods allow, 
F | They kindly pIVe us leave to Love 'em(\ 
"0 —— Y 
And what the Gods Approve, hope you dv. 
Pocts, like me, Complain, Admire, Adore, 


Love, Write, Dye, and Dying, own your Pow'r, 
H 4 Arﬀl 
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And tho' the Nywph's as Good, and Fair as you, 
Twas neer, Clarinds, thought a Crime to Bow. 
The Sun, bis Beams does equally Diſplay , 

And kindly 'givesthe Good, and Bad, a Day ; 
Yeur Charms, #s powerſul are, aSgreat as his, 
More than his Hear, your Wir,and Beapty, pleaſe ; 
Bat ſhou'd your Influence no farther go, 

Than thoſe that live, and look, and talk like you, 
As jult Afrea, from the World you'd Fly, 

And Heav'n Oblige with better Company. 


Gods ! when we View the Beauties of your Mind, 

LUnmixt with Pride, Ambition, or Deſign, 
Nature had fondly giv'a ſo vaſt a ſtore, 
Had not your Family bin Prodigies before ; 


Wit unaffeCted, States, and EmMes Rules, 
Endears the Good, expoſes Fops agd Fools. 
If Wir alone Commands, and makes a Slave, 
How many Thouſands muſt Clarinda have ? 
Whoſe Tongue, or Eyes,can either Kill or Save- 


When 


Uh 
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When Beauty mov*d, and Love, and Wit, firſt 
( Took, 


In ſofr, engaging Numbers, Lovers ſpoke, 

Eaſy you Reign'd, and willingly they Bore, 
The pleaſing Bondage of ſo juſt a Pow's ; 

Like them of old, we Love, and like them too, 
Artleſs we Write, of any thing, but you, 


Heaven ne'er wants it's Thunger, yet the Air 
Is ſometimes Calm, Serene, and very Clear ; 
Showd Storms ariſe, and Winds for ever Blow, 
While Nature Triumph-d in ſo Wild a Show, 
No longer we ſhow'd Reliſh Life below. 

Like Heav'n, Madam, Iet your Goodneſs move, 
While we Return our Wonder, and our Love, 
And tho* you gently Reign, yet like the Skies, 


Command your Lightning, when we Dare DE 
( \piſe* 


Upon 
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Upon Philis Frowning, 


Had you but Frown'd ſome Twenty Years 

( 2g0, 
k Some injudicious Lover might have Whin'd, 
#4 And fight, becauſe bis Phifis were unkind ; © + | 


w; Age now hath made your Forchead far from 
| ( ſtreighr, 


Þ$ By Planting Wriakles,that the Young Men bate ; 
Nor dothe Elder love a Wither'd Face, 

Þ By which they Read their own, as ina Glaſs, 

1 Deaths Heads, and Skeletons, Phyfitians keep, 
© * "ad never lay 'em by 'em when they ſleep. 

y Then Smile, my Phils, do, and Paint thy Skin, 

1 | Defye the Girls, and try to be Fifteen. 


| © wy thoſe Frowns will never Puniſk now, 


- er 
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To 


A SONG. 


Larinda (till diſputes my Love, 
+ Unkind denys my- Flame, 
Tho' all my Looks my Paſſion prove, 

Yet (till I Love in-yain. 


W hen Gods above their Lightning Throw, 
The ſtrongeſt feel their Pow*r, 

But this, Clarinda, they neer do, 
'Till we retaſe t' Adore. 


But your as Good, was yaqu as Kind, 
Can Unprovok'd Deſtroy, £ 

Czreleſs behold the Swain you find, 
When he for you muſt Dye. 


And tho! none Boaſts a better Right, 
Yet let me this Adviſe, 

Conceal thoſe Beauty's that Invite, 

Or Pity him that Dyes. 
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Hor. ODE 34. tb. r. 
He Reſolves to. be Religious. 


Who the Deitys ſo ſeldom Pray'd, 
But follow'd the Delights of S:nſc, 
That no Religion ever yet Obey'd, 
But Epicurus fond Pretence, 
My impious Error have at laſt perceiv'd, 
At laſt grown Good, and Vertue's Rules believ'd, 


For very lately, Fove, I angry heard, 
His Rolling Thunder reat the Sky, 


The Wondering World, amaz'd,were all affraid, 


And Trembl'd'at bis Majeſty, 


His Lightning Prov'd his awful Reign and Pow, 


And wade me too, tho' very late, Adore, 


How did he ſhake Remoteſt Lands and Seas ? 
The Noiſe, diſturb'd the very Dead, 

The Ghoſts in Wild Diſorder all Aroſe, 
And Pluto, tho' a God, Obeyd, 


The 
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The Lightning Pierc'd his Shady Walks,fo Bright, 
His Weaker Flames were all Extipguiſht quite. 


How does he ſport withgreateft Wonarths Pow't ? 
Snatch from their Headsthe Glorious Crown; 

And make the Meaneſt; Royal Enfigns Wear, 
To Prove all Kingdoms are his Own; 

And under him, we ſee Blind Fortune Reigns, 

Nevet more pleagd than in the greateſt Change 


ODE 9g. Hor. Lib. 3. 
A Dialogue betwixt Hor. and Lydia, 
Horace, 
1 Hile I was welcome'to my Zydia's Army, 
And no ſmooth Youth had any Part, 


How did I Prize my Zydia's melting Charms ? 
And eager, gave her all my Heags, &. 


I No 


"> 


BE. , 


N6joyslike whit het armorods looks cou'd Teach, 
: Each happy Smile was, worth a Crown, 
No Perſe» King was ever halt ſo Rich, 
As I, 'whbile. Zy4ia was my Own. 


Lydia. 


Whilſt Horace Soul, my Beauty cou'd Inſpire, 
And Chloe's Charms, neer Warm'd his Breaſt, 
How did I meet him with a Glowing Fire ! 
And never thought my ſelf fo Bleſt. 


His Seenting Paſiion gave Afſarance foo, 
While Woods reſounded Lyaia's Name, 

Too Credulous Lydia'thought him True, 
And often boaſted of the ſame. 


Hor ace. 


Ah'Lydia, Chloe now has all my Heart, 
For her I willingly wou'd dye, 
Chloe, that Sinb&*and Plays, ſo fine a Part, 
- Chloe, her ſelf, all Harmony. 


Lyaias 


UMI 


Ll »9 J7 
Lydia. 


Ah Horace, Calais ſacceeds you now, 


And Boll affinex, Men, ang Aig, ( | { } 


So much in Feats of Love out-does you too, 
Pdedye two Deaths. Ive.ny Dear.. 


Horace. 2 
ID] 6 969 « &\ 2s 


W hat if my former Love returns again)? \ 
And I, for Lydia ſhau'd dye, | ve0. 2obilzb 

Fondly ad migeeach Smwle,and Dread each Frome 
And Chios's Charms again denys: 


Lydia” 
Tho' lovely Calais ſhines like any Siar, | 
Is Young, and Gay, and Conltant too, 


Yet | muſt Own, I love my Horace thott, x 
And I had rather live wich fou. | 


s 
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. 
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ODE 1 TY Hor Lib. T. 
To Gheers 


Enus engages with M Art, 
'Officious Cepil Plays his Part 5 


Beſides, my Inclinations move, 
An Wants9Atifl are Prefling Love; 
Glycera, more Bright thari Marbles: Shines, 
Glycera, my very Soul lclines ; 

' Her Pretty Womanly, Diſdain, 

Doubles my Love, as well a as Pain, 

Every well Appointed Frown, 

Makes me, Glycera, more your own: 

How have I view'd that lovely Face ! 
How do I ſtill with Wonder Gaze ! 

Venus left her Cyprian Grove, 
And:came to teach me all her; Love, 


[ſize] 
As ſoon as I the Goddeſs met, 

She told me, ſhe wou'd have me Write, 
But Write no more, ſays ſhe, of Wars, 
That fill your Head nithjdle Fears, 

How Parthians Fipht, and Fighting Fly, 
What. is ſuch Styfft6, you or 12 - 
Write me ſome Stories that may move, 
And Melt the” Lobiging Girl with Love 3; 
While. trembling Limbs, and ſparkling Eyes, - 


Show how ſhe Loves, and Loving, Dyes. 
In this the Goddeſs I'll Obey, : 

In this ſame Place an Altar lay, 

Here Offer 'at\the Goddeſs Shrine, 

And Beg-ſhe wou'd, as now Lactine, - 
And make the Charming Glycera Ming. 


Diſorder'd: words, and ſhort-beearh'd,Sighs, > 


[[122T] 
Joi 2)9bEci or; ? 


The Pining 


Larinda's Ejes Hive __ Love's Empire 


ih 


When i, Commanded, rookimy loft Farewell, - 
gow? ! what! ſtrange Diſorders did I feel !- 

ow my fiwbl'n Eyes diſcharg'd ther mighty ſtore! 
And Wept, as thd'they'ad never: Wept before; 
As Snow around the'Taller Motitains hangs; }.. 
Which Rain difſbives, and tothe Valleys brings, 
'Whoſe Rapid Totrent threatet9Mt the Way, 
Not ſtopt by Houſes tilVit Reath the Sea: 
So wasit, when my Eyes, brim-full, o'erflow'd, 


None ſaw the Stream, but fear'd the growing 
( Flood; 


$8 had not I ,thro' Weakneſs, Dy d away, 
No doubt, but 1 my Self had made a Sea : 


Often 


9V C1! YEN — 
Made Mes tho long 2 Rebel, veg it 
t90 3 


UM 


! 'S 
Often I'ad heard of Yenns, and her, Sqn, _ 

Often been told what Miracles they'ad 'ad done; 
How they cou'd. make the Obſtigateſt f igh, 

Nay more, much more, admire, adore, and tes 
But theſe were idle, ſenceleſs Tales to i, 

An Infidel in Love's Divinity : * 


Venus, I thought, migat Charm ſome Amorous 
(Yauth, 


And Cupie's Beayty might bave hig a Truth,, 
But to Believe his Arrows, Bow, and Darts, 
Were Form'd to Murder, or to Soften Hearts, 
Were Stuff, I thought, but find it very Trues. 
Andwillingly Retract wy Error now... . | 
Some Months agon, as I Clarinds Gaz d, 

My Heart unuſual Pulſes Beat, amaz 4, | 

I unaccountably began to Sigh, , 

But ſoon, diſorderd all, thought Death ke 


Ne*er Dreamt of Love, ity leaſt, not i 
Till One, whom long Experience indde Wife, 
Told me 'twas Love, t the $mpitbia had bin Vis : 


- 


[124 
No ſooner had be told me what he knew, 
But ſtrait an Arrow from Love's Quiver flew, | 
Ang proved bis Story litterally True. 
Forgive me, Cupid, tho*l late Adore, 


I Feel, as well as Dread the Conque rour, 
And if I &'er again Reflect on Thee, 
Moy } be Damn'd for my Apoſtacy. 


Forgive me, Venus, for I've injur*d you, 
Profane, ner Worſhipt, as I Ought to doe ; 
Forgive me, loyely Maid, to you 1 Bow, 

'Fore you have finn'd, and humbly Ownit toog 
To ſee Clarinida, and to Rail at Love, 

Deſerv'd no leſs than Thurider from above : 
Thoq' yon 'ave no need of Forreign Aid, or Skill, 
Your Eyes with Lightojog can as ſurely Kill, 

" Sogiigr the Gyants migtit their Heaven Scale, 
Than | agajaſt Claripda's Force, Prevail ; . 
Byt Qb !- when I a full Qbedience ſhow'd, 

| AndPgrn'd you Fair, and found you very Gogd, 
Not Proud, Reſerv'd, nor yet more Free, 
-Than Wel-bred Ladies always ought to be, 


How 


(125) 
How happy was I thought by all that knew ! 
How ſmoothly did the pleaſing Minutes Flow ! - 
Till that, ( too too ſevere Deeree )' that Day, 
Curſe on it's Light ! that Hurry'd me'away ; 


Not Trembling Ghoſts - with more . Abhofrence 
( Go. 


Change their Abodes, for Gloomy Walks below , 
Than I, Confounded, from Clarinds Went, 
Plung'd in the Deepeſt Sea of Diſcontent. 


—_— 
jo nn ei _— — — _—_— —— 


Horace, ODE 29g. Lib. 1. 


To Iccius. 
Upon bis Changing his Study of Philg- 
ſopby for that of War, 


Uch did I wonder, /ccizs, when I heard, 
That you, moy'd with th' Arabian 


ET ( Gold, 
Had Chang'd the Courſe that you ſo long had 
( ſteer'd, 


And all your Eaſe, and Freedom ſold, 


[426] 
Th# you Philaſopby ſhou'd. leave for War» 
' And growing Old, begin to/Fight, 
Chains for Sabes» Kings, and Jf/edes prepare, 
A Work you never thought of yet. 


What lovely Virgin ſhall Entreat my Friend, 

-  Roþdofthe Charming Youth ſhe lov'd ? 

What Royal Boy your Hapineſs attend,' 
With joys that Jccins always Mov'd ? 


Who now Affirms that Floods mayn's backwards 
(Run? 


Nay Tyber*s ſelf, forſake her Courſe, 
Like other Streams, ſee Springs where ſhe begun, 
And 'ffright the Monntains with their Force. 


Since you, your well choſe Books alide have laid, 
Azd all the Pleaſure Learning brings, 

Begin to learn a bloody dangerous Trade, 
That always promivd better Things. 


ODE 
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[ 327) 


ODE 3:1. 


He asks 4 moderate Fortune,* with much 


Health, 
For what, when he performs bis Of- 


( ferings; Pray ? 


Not for the Rich Ser4i%'s Fruitful Ground, 
Nor Fatted Herds, in Dry. Calabria found; 
Nvt Gold, nor Ivory; nor Richeſt Meads, 
Whete Deep, but Pleafant Zyri: ſilent Glides ; 


Let them that have -?em, Prune their "Tender 
( Trees, 


Manage with Care, what ever Fortune gives ; ; 
Let the Rich Merchant, ſafe Arriv'd at laſt, 

In Galen Goblets, &rigk a mighty Drayght, 
Thank Heaven far his. Qeliverance from Harms, 
 Out-ſailing Pyrats, and ut-living Stapgmss | 


Hat will the Poct ask the Gods fo day ? 


Olives, 


[148] 
Olives, and Mallows, rather be my Food, 
Eafe, my Delight, and Books, my Chiefeſt Good. 


.The Golden Ape. 


CY Uch was the World, when no Contention 
( Reign d, 


When Heaven with Eaſe, and Plenty, bleſt 
( Mankind, 
When Natare, i in a Pure, but ſimple Dreſs, 


Tayght Men the trueſt way to Happineſs ; 

Eeer Artifice, Iatrigue, Cunning, Deſign, : 
Had yet employ'd the Buſie States-Man's Miad ; 
E'er Bolder Atheiſts durſt;Diſputethe Earth, 
And make it take an Accidental Birth ; 

Owe all its Order to a Lucky Chance, 

When Merry Attoms were difpogd to Dance z 
Or make it at Eternal Being have, 

As God was always, and muſt always live :- - 

As Light'by Emanation from the Sun, | 


So Heayen, and Earth, and Seas, from-God to 
( come : 


No, 


1291 
No, the later Traces of th' Almighty s Care, 
Taught 'em much: juſter Notions of his Pow'r, 
That he, in Time, Call'd from Eternal Night, 
A Glorious Day, with Chearful Beams of Light, 
And made a ſhapelels Lump, of Form admit, 
And Order ſhine thro' all the Parts of it; 

Long e'er Ambition yet the People knew, 

Or Intereſt; to make what's Falſe, ſeem True, 


Princes ( for &ery, Parent were as fuch ) 
Ne'er thought of Fighting, but of Loving, mnch ; 


No Swords, or Spears, were yet Contriy'd, or 
( Made, 


No impious Ships, the Foaming Billows dar'd, 
Bat Men, and Boats;the fwelling Surg:s Feard : 
The Aged Oak, ne'er ſopt in Briny Sess, 
Securely kept the Wood, its NativePlace, 


Tho' Mnrm'ring Winds the Younger Branches 
( Bowd, 


The Body ſtood, as mighty Mountains did, ; 
Ne%er Mov'd,but when the laboring Earth in Pain, 
Preſt with ſome Pent-up Wind, began to Groan, 


And - 


195 Þ 


And in extremity; by Force o'erthrbw., 


| The Octih was; is Herven at firſt Delign'd, 

A cettain'Bofindary to part Mankind 1 * 

The Floating Monſters kept their Watery liome, 
Not more-avoiding Men, than they did Then 
"Til Wanton Laxury begaf to pleaſe, 


And Taught the World CVinvade theit Propertys, 


Brave Death, for vations ſorts of Meat, 


To ſatisfie a Fooliſh Appetite, 


Or what's ſtill worſe, for Gold, they con'd not 


Wou'd Heav?n 1 'ad been at firſt th' Almighty's 
( Care, 


And had an early Being any where, 
Or elſe had -been reſerv'd for later. Days, 
When Men by long Experience grow Wiſe- 


Vaſt Treci,ſtrovg Houſes, Talleſt Mountains too pu 


UM 


[EL 


\ . "The Second Idyllium 
of Moſchus. 


EUROPA 


\ A yas firſt Exrope, Venus care appear'd, 
A ſudden Dream, the Lovely Nymph 
( prepar'd, 


'T was then, whefi Night, her Darker Work had 
(done, 


And Bluſhing Morn, ter Chearful Dreſs put on, 
Europa Dreamt, ( and ſure in Dreams there is 
More than we thiok, at leaſt there was in this ) 


She Dream't, two different Lands to her laid 
( Claim, 
The One ſhe knew, the Other not by Name, 


Theſe like Two Matrons, both, their Right de- 
( clare, 


And each Aſſerted what ſhe ſaw in Her : 
One ſaid, and juſtly too, ſhe Brought her Forth, 
The other, Pow'r pleaded, tho' not Birth, 


For 


1,32", 
For ove hiniſelf, 7. F is delign'd, 
Too great a Bleſſing for a Humane Mind : 


This, tho* a Dream, the Tender Nymph had 
( Movd, 


She Wikſkt, the Fear'd, and what ſhe Fear'd, ſhe 
Ee 3, + Loy d. 


Tell me, ye Gods, ( ſhe Gid ) for you muſt know, 
Whole Eyes diſcover Fate in Embrio, 

What makes the poor Europa Trenible ſo ? 
The Stranger that I ſaw; ſo Charming was; 


Such Sweertneſs in her Words, her Looks, ker 
( Face, 
No harm, can ſure, with ſo much Goodneſs 
( Dwell, 


And yet, methinks, I ſtrange Diſorders feel, 
This Thought diſtraQs, but why, I cannot tel] : 
This ſaid, her little Play-fellows ſhe ſought, 


Thiokiog, that they might ſome Relief have 
( brought, 


But they, alas! of what ſhe felt, Uatanght ; 
With theſe ſhe often Paſt her Hours away, 

And was till now, as Undiſturbd as they, 

The Tender Nymphbs lament her Growing Cares, 


And kindly Wiſb, that all her Fears were theirs ; 
One 


£233. 
Qne takes her by the Hand, and gently leads; 
The Maid ſtill Trembling, tothe Verdant Meads, 
Where various kinds of Plants their Carebecame, 
And Flowers, willing to be Cropt by them : 

A Golden Cup, the Fam'd Europa bore, 

Finer than 7ulcan &er had made before, 

A Gift, the God on Zybia beſtow'd, 

Vhen firſt ſhe Bleſt th' admiring Neprune's Bed; 
Lybia with this did Telepheſſa Try, 

For none ſo Worthy of the Gift as ſhe, 

At laſt the Cup the Young Europa bad, 

Fair Telepheſſas Danghter, yet a Maid. 

The Tender 1b, Inachns's Care, 

As firſt by 7ove Transform'd, was Painted here, 
The Story told, what Pains he took to Gain, 

At once his Love, and Cheat his jealous Queen z 
Here Aercury, and Argus hundr*d Eyes, 

A live leſs ſtrange, than when beheld on this, 
Such was the Cup the young Eiropa bofe, 
Worthy great Y{can's Ars, and worthy her. 


K | The 
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[134] 
The Nyniplisno fooner in the Meadows-were; 
Where Daſies, Violets, and Cowſlips are, 

Bur all to.Gather:what they like, Prepare: 
But ſtij] Z#ropa did- the reſt Surpaſs, - 

As much in Air, inMien, in Wit, and Face, . 
As Venus do's before the Graces ſhine, 

When Art, and Bemify, ſpeak ber moſt Divine. 


While thus ſhe _—_ # Wondering God lookt 
( down, 


And looking, avighly fe his Starry Throne, 
Enropa's Eyes, lar brighter than the Light, 

T hat Gilds the Spaygl'd þ Finmament by Night; 
But Juno, always jealous of her Jove, 

For, well ſhe knew, how Venus Arts cou'd move, 
To i the Queen,heGhang'd the Gad,and Fled, 
And as a Bull, within, thoſe Paſtures Fed, 
Where Fair Europa, and the Virgins Playd: 

A Bull, but ſtill a Form Divige he bore, 
Finer by much than e'er they 'ad ſeen before, 
Europa went, ( her little Friends ſtood by ) 


To Touch the Charmipg Bull that Graz'd ſo nigh 


The 


wp 


L135] 
The Bull Came on, and like a Lover Bow'd, 
To lteal a Kiſs, and Wonder'd when ſhe ſtood; 
Europa Wip'd the Eager Foam away, 

And Kilt his Lips, and Bid the Virgins ftay ; 
He Low?d, but with ſo ſoft, ſo ſmooth an Air, 
The Sound was Muſick to the Niceſt Ear, 


Then Bent his Knees, and Greedy View'd her 
( Face, 


Proud to'Lye down, and: Tymble where ſhe was. 
Exropa, Pleas'd-to lee a Sight ſonew, 
Calld all the Nymphs, and ſcarce believ'd it True; 


Often, oy Friends, Weave in theſe Meadows 
( Play'd, 


And yet, we never Plaj'd till now, ſhe ſaid, 

Let's fic upon this Bull, his Back's to Broad, 

His ſtrength's ſp great, hell eas'ly bear the Load, 
His Look's ſo pleaſing, and his Air's ſo Free, 

He differs from the reſt, as much as we ; 


A Soul he bas, ſuch as great-Heroes know, 


Cou'd he but ſpeak, like them, Ide love him too; 
With this ſhe ſate upon the Bu, and Rode, 
The other Virgins came to Mount the God, 


( \ e 


) 
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[136] 
But 7ove, ſecure of what he loy*d ſo Dear, 
With haſty Flight, he made the diſtant Shore, 
And Leapt the Deep, tho he Europa Bore : 
She call'd her Play-fellows, but all in vain, 

He left his Heaven above, tor her, not them ; 


The Sea once Gain'd, the Foaming Waves he 
( Treads, 


When all the Watery People move their Heads ; 
The Sea-Nymphs pay their Homage to the Pair, 
But Worſhip 7ove himſelf, no more than her ; 
Prodigions Whales their mighty Bodies Move, 
For Neptune Taught the Honours due to Fove, 
And he himſelf appear'd amidſt the Throng, 
While Tritons ſweetly ſung the Marri'ge Song. 
Thus was Europa in the Deep Careſt, 
A Debt but juſt, to her that Fove had Bleſt ; 
But ſtill, her Country left, Companions too, 
And yet no Shore ſhe ſaw, no Mountain knew, 
'T was Heaven all above, 'twas Sea below : 
A fight ſo ſad, Oblig'd the Nymph to ſay, 


Whoeer thou art, that thus canſt make thy 
( Way, | 


Where wou'dſtthou have thePoor Ewrops ſtray? Y 


' Unhappy Maid ! ſo late my Mother's Care, 


Fear not Europa, Heavens peculiar Care, 


[137] 
Ships big as Mounrains,thro'the Seas have ſteer'd, 
But Bulls I thought, the Waves had always fear'd; 
What Drink can | in Briny Waters find ? 


What Meat ? if th'art a God, like Heav*n be 
( Kind, 


Conduct me Back, and leave me there behind: 
Dolphins avoid the Land, and Bulls the Sea, 
But Land, or Water, alPs the ſame to thee ; 


Next thoult with Wings, like Birds,perhaps pre- 
pare, 


To Mount the Skies, and Cut the Yielding Air. 


With whom I Wander now, unknown, or where, 
Kind Neprne hear thy Suppliant's Pray'r, 

Grant me Reliet, and Eaſe my Wonderous Fear, 
Allay'd alone by this, in hopes that you, 

May prove the God, that Bears Europa now. 

At this the Bull, in happy it Accents ſpoke, 

And Jove diſcover'd, in each Ward, and Look, 


'Fis he Conducts you, that deſign'd you Fair, 


K 3 Your 


[138] 
Your Guide with Thander ſhakes the Sky, 
When Earth or Heav'n diſputes his Majeſty, 
And ſhall he fear the Surges of the Sea ? 

Crete ſhall Receive my Charge, and own you 


( Queen, 


No Ruſfling Cares ſhall ever Interveen,; 
Betwixt this Day, and Apes yet unſeen : 
Lockt in your Arms, in Balmy Joyes Ill lye, 
And then, my Dear, Þll prove Divinity ; 

A Race of Heroes ſhall Europa Grace, 

Taeir Father's Courage, with their Mother's Face, , 


Theſe prove their Force, and make the Trem- 
( bling Earth, 


Admire their Power, and freely own their Birth. 


Thus while be ſpoke, her Ghaſtly Thoughts all 
( Fled, 


And williogly Exropa loſt ber Maiden-Head. 


Ilyll. 
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layll, 3. 
Bion's EPITAPH, 


Eepall ye Woods, in mournful Whiſ+ 

\ / .- ( pers Breath, 
And tell the Neighb'ring Groves of Bion's Death | 
Ye Marmrring Brooks, the Fatal News declare, 
*Till diſtant Seas the diſmal Tidings hear z . * 
Ye tender Plants Lament, your Loſs Bzmoan, - - 
No more your juices boaſt, your Virtues own, 
'Tis juſt you periſh, when your Biop's gone: . 


Ye ſpringing Flowers, with-hold your —_— 
( S5mel], 


Ye Roſes, Violets, and Cowſlips.tell, 

How good he liv'd, how much lamented fell. 
Sing ye Sicilian Maſes, Bion's Fate, 
For only youcan ſound a Grief ſo great. 


>» 
Let tuneful Philomel, from thickeſt Bonghs, 
Indying Notes,the Herdſman's Death diſcloſe» 
[Till Aretbuſa's ſtreams receive the News'; 

The Doric Muſe no longer loves the Plains, 

But hates the Herdſmen, and their Skill diſdains, 
When Zion: ſung, ſo good his Song, his Theme, 
She proudly boaſted, what ſe heard from him: 
Ye Swans, that ſporting on tne V/aters Play, 
Droop all your Wings, and Weep the Fatal Day, 


"In Notes, ſuch as were his, your Tuneful eh 
Try, 
No Common Breath ſhou'd ſound his Elegy ; 
Acquaint the Liſtant Virgins with]your Song, 
That often heard the Muſick of his Tongue, 


And Sighd, as Mov'd by that, his Wonderous 


(Skill, |} 


But Panting Zreaſts, and Wiſhing Eyes revezl, 


What they, unhappy Nymphs, wou'd fain con- | 
( ccal. 


Sing ye Sicilian Muſes, Fion's Fate; 
For only you can ſourd a Grief ſo great. 


The Cows, ſolate;th* Indulzent Herdſman's care 
\ Refuſe their Food, and Wander any where, 
No 


[ 141 ] 
No more,an Aged Oak all boat he fate, 
And kindly made her ſwelling Root his Seat ; 


No more, her Liſt ning Boughs ſhall hear him 
( Play, 
And Curſe the Wind, that bore the Sound away. 


Sing ye Siciliar: Ninſes, Bion's Fate, 
For only you can ſound a Grief ſo great. 


When firſt his De2th the great Apollo knew, 

He Mourn'd, they S::yrs Vept, Priapus too, 

Pan miſt his Notes, and fighing, ſadly faid, 
Lament ye Nymphs, the Artful Z79z's dead 

The liltning Eccho, in her Cavern ly's, 

As 3i-n dumb, and ſcorns the Vulgar Noiſe, 

The Trees refuſe their Fruit, their Leaves all Caſt, 
And Witherin;; Flowers fondly Breath their laſt, 


The Dolphin V/ceys, and Wanders o'er the 
Shore, 
The Nightingale, in iTotes unknown before, 


By Grlef inſtrucied, ings the V/ord, No more. 
The thouſand Birds Lzhde, fo late his Care, 
Aſfrighted, tell their Parents what they hear, 
And gratefully to ſing his Death prepare. 


But 


[ 142 ] 
But who ſhall cer Attempt his Oaten Pipe, 
So lately ſounded by ſo Sweet a Lip? 

The Eccho keeps the happy Songs he made, 
Pan has his Pipe, but Pan to Play's affraid. 
Sing ye Sicilian Muſes, Bior's Fate, 
For only you can ſpeak a Grief ſo great. 
Poor Galatea Weeps, ſhe who ſo late, 

Admir'd his Strains, and liſPning ſate, 

And often Wiſh'd, ſhe cou'd his Songs repear. 

Had Cyclop Play'd like him, his Tunes ſo good, 

The Nymph had followd, never Fled the God, 

For Biow's ſake, ſhe Treads the loneſom Shore, 

And Feeds the Herds, with him ſhe Fed before ; 

No more endearing Songs, the Muſes Boaſt, 


With him their Songs are gone, their Numbers 
( lolt, 


No more the Tender Virgins Kiſſes Move, 
No more they hear the Stories of his Love : 
Attend ye Loves, and ſpeak your Yenus Loſs, 
More than Adonis ſhe her Biow's was. 


[143] 
W hen Homer Dy*d, Caliope fhe Sung, 

And told the Wonders of her Homer's Tongue, 
How he cou'd Move, or Thunder 1n his Song : 


Bion a Bard,.as great as he, 's no more, 


His Thoughts as good, his Verſe, his Skill, his 
( Powrs 


One drunk the Stream from Pegaſus that flow'd, 
The other Arethnſa's, full as good ; 

One told of Wars,what Wonders ſome had done, 
As Menelaus, and great Theris Son : 

The other ſung his Par, his Paz his Care, 

His Par, the Virgins, and his Herds, his Fear 
He taught the Youth t attempt the lovely Priſe, 
And tell his Heart, by ſpeaking with his Eyes ; 


He taught the Nymph, to Move the Rovgheſt 
( SWain, 


And make him ſigh, admire, and dye in vain, 
And own a Conqueſt,when ſhe pleas'd toReign.: 
Sing ye Sicilian Maſes, Bion's Fate, 


For only you can ſound a Grief ſo.great.. 
Vaſt Cities Mourn'd, that ance admir'd his Song, 
Not Aſcra, for her Hefiod, wept ſo long : 


Boetian 
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Boctiau Woods their lofty Pindar ſpar'd, 

With leſs ReluCtaace, than his Death they heard . 
The ſtrong Wall'd Zesbus, lov'd Aicaus les, ; 
And Ces City will the ſame Confeſs : 

Parus Archilochus lov'd leſs by far, 


And 71ity!cna Sappho, tho? her Care ; 

Auſonian Strains, my Numbers Move, 

Such as the Muſes, and their Bon, love, 
Whoſe Pipe,rather than all bis Herds, I'de have, 
The Plants, the Produdt of a Fruitful Earth, 
They dye like us, but know a ſecond Birth ; 


But Man, tho' great, tho good, tho ſtrong, tho? 
( Wiles T 


Cn dye but once, and never moremuſt riſe : 
Gau'd any thing Exempt, our Bior's $kill 

[Jqd fav'd the Bard, and all had known him till ; 
*Toras Poyicn kill'd him, but 'twas very ſtrange, 
Fis ſtyceter Breach the Poyſon Cid not Changes 
© rhat i, 2s Crpvcn3 ence, cou'd Tread, 
Or, as leid:s, or Vi;fesdid, 

Fde quickly pay a Vilit to his ſhade: 


—_ 
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And if he Plays below, I'de hear, and ſee, 

What Modes, what Strains, will pleaſe the Deity 
In vain Exrydice had Orpheus Mourn'd, 

Without his Muſick ſhe had ne'er return'd, 

As Orphens her, may I, my Friend receive, 

[ll Pipeto Try, and Dye, to make him live. 


Anacrem, ODE 3. 


Hen ſilent Night,the Wan®'ring Signs 
| \ (cmploy'd? 


And Weary Meortals welcome Sleep 
( enjoy*d, 


Young Crp:d came, and-mave a Woeful Noiie, 
Knocking, and calling, with a loud, ſhrill Voice, 
Open your Doors, my Friend, no harm Ti! do, 
I'm but a Boy, a very young one too, 

All Wet, ave Wander*din a Rainy Night, 

The Moon, or Stars, ſcarce giving any Light : 
Mov'd by ſo ſad a Tale, I hafty ran, 


© The 
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And ſtruck a Light, and let the Travellerin; 
Amaz'd! I ſaw a Youth all Arard appear, 


A Quiver, Bow, and Pointed Arrows Bear, 
He haſted to the Fire, his Form ſcarce ſeen, 


"Till I drew near, and Warmd his Haads. with 
( mine, 


The Cold by th Heatex pelPd, he Pertly ſpoke, 
Let us go take my Bow, my Friend, and look, 
Ifall is Right, for if it's ſpoyl'd, I'm Broke. 
He drew his Bow, and by a Wonderans Slight, 
Through all my Fleſh, my very Heart he Hit, 
A Frenzy ſiez*d me, and I Feel it yet. 


ODE 12. Aunac. 
The Swallow. 


Sn thou damn'd Diſturber of my Reſt, 


Thou Pratling Swallow, worſt of all thy 
( Neſt, 


How ſhall I Puniſh thee. ? for P11 no more 


* Endure thy Early Noile, as heretofore ; 
| | What 
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What if I Clipt thy Wings ? or Cut thy Tonge ? 
As Teremns, Philomela ſery*d when Young : 

For when Bathillus Moves, with ſofteſt Charms, 
And I all Melting Lye within his Arms, 

The Boy [ looſe, by your Confounded Note, 
Sooften Eccho'd through your Squeaking Throat. 


— OOO VOOR ere 
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ODE 15. Anac. 


Value not great Gyges Wealth, not I, 
Nor all the Gold the Richeſt Kings enjoy, 


Give me Refreſhing Oyntments, that are Fine, 
And Oy], to make my Beard and Temples ſhine ; 
Let ſweeteſt Roles Grace each Curling Hair, 
And thus Adorn'd, than they, I'm greater far ; 
To Day I'll ]:ve, and make it all my Own, 


For who can tell the Carſe to Morrow may bring 
( on ? 
Then take great Bacchus, all my Sacrifice, 
Leſt tome invidious, Damn'd Diſeaſe, 
Shou'd thiok 1'ad Drunk enough, and bid'me 
': (Ceale. 
ODE 
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ODE 26. 


\ S Bacchus it his Fiery Face is ſeen, 
Richer than C-/z too, I ſeen to be, 
And thinkin 2, at leaſt am full as Rich as he ; 
I Lauz}, and Sing, as hapny Mortals do, 


Sol, when Urnnk,a ticro, lock like him ; 


And when :he Ivy Chapl:ts Deck my Brow, 
I ſcorn whatever elſe is found Below. 
A Noiſe of V/ar makes ſome in Haſte get up, 
When they take their Arms, I take my Cup, 
For [ have ofter in ray Drinking ſaid, 
I *ad rather far be very Drunk, than Dead, 


ODE 40. 
Hilc Cupid ſnatcht ſome Roſes from a 
( Tree, 
Thouglitleſs ci Harm, an envious, ſpiteful Bee, 
Fixes 
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Fixes her Sting, and Draws his Tender Blood ; 
The Boy Aftrighted, Shrieks, and Crys aloud, 
And Runs, and Flys, to tell bis Wretched Fate, 
More ſad by much, than ever happer'd yet ; 
Venus receives him with a Parent's Care, 

But ſtill his Wonnd Torments him with new Fear, 
| Dye, | Dye, I Dye, I'm Kill'd, he ſayd, 

This Moment, Mother, you will ſee me Dead, 

A little Prickly Serpent, ſuch as Fly, 

I think the People ſay it is a Bee, 

Aſſaulted me, and ſtung me as you ſee. 

Venus (mild, and Kiſt her Son, and ſaid, 

The Danger's not ſo great as you're affraid ; 

If little Bees can ſting with ſo much Force, 


Your Pointed Darts, my Dear, mult needs be 
( Worſe, 


————  -—— 
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ODE 52. 
The Roſe. 


[| Sing the Happy Product of che Spring, 


The Roſe, the Sweeteſt, Deareſt Offering ; 
| L It's 
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It's Fragant Smell, like that of Heav'n above, 
Commands at once, our Wonder, and our Love ; 
The Graces chooſe it in their Amorous Play, 
When fineſt Dreft, with this alone they're Gay ; 
The Prickly Arms that Nature has beftow'd, 


Proves thee much more her Care, and not leſs 
( Good, 


_ For if with theſe the Gatberer you hurt, 
A full Amends your Odors make him for't ; 
When Preſt, the ſofteſt Boſom may Admit, 
And tho' 'twas Fioe before, tis ſtill more Sweet : 
Bacchns invites thee, as a Welcome Gueſt, 
When er the Deity prepares a Feaſt. 
Aurora, when ſhe Riſes, views thy Farm, 
And Grants thy Beauties Finer than her own ; 
The Nymphs, with Roſes, 2ll Adorn their Bed, 
And Cyprian Venus, by the Poets too is ſaid, 
To Bluſh with ſach, or ſcarce o gaod a Red: 
Thou art a Med'cine to the Fainting Sick, 
When Nature ſinks, thou Fetcheſt back the Weak, 
Or if they Dyz, thau keep? their Bodies ſweet, 
In ſpite of Time, and alithe-lyjurics of it : 

When 
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When Poets profe thy firſt, and migbty Birth, 
Fhey bring thy Origin from Heav'n, not Earth, 
To ſpring with Yenus, when the Foaming Sea, 
Gave Venus Birth, her Sweets they ſay, gave Thee: 


— Ig 
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ODE 28. 


To a Painter.” 


Aint me, Great Artiſt, my Clarizda's Face, 
Her Shape, and all the Beauty's that ſhe has ; 


And if your Colours will aCmic a Gum, 

Draw her with all the Odors that Parfume, 

Or give her Breath,and there's no gced of them, ) 
Paint her with Eyes, that wou'd a Hermit Move, 


Minerud?s fever Darted ſuch a Flame, 

Nor was Great Venus, preater Power, like them 3 
Make her Endearing Checks with Jovely Red, 
Like Virgin Bluſhes in the Marri'ge Bed ; 

Her Pleaſing Lips, with Extafte of Bliſs, 

A Prince wou'd give a Kingdom for a Kiſs. 

L 23 Paint 


And make him leave his Cell; and Owa- his Love.. 


5] 
Paint her, when ſtrongeſt Paſſions Heave her 
( Breaſt, 


And leave a Deep Impreſſion to be Gheſt; 
Cou'd Pulſes in your Colours Dance like Hers, 
The World wou'd quickly Turn Idolaters, 
The Painter's Skill exceed the Poet's Thovght, 
And all Mankind 'wou'd Wonder at your Art 
But Draw her Ggod, as all her Actions are, 

In ſuch a Garb as Veſtal Virgins Wear, 

Yer if you can, Jet ſome ſmall-part be ſeen, 
To tel] the many Thouſand Charms within. 
Enough : Her Form is fixt within my Eye, 

111 Draw her thus, and all the World ſhall ſee, 
The niceſt Piece that e'er a Painter Drew, 


Clarinda, Looking, Thinking, Speaking too. 


The Second Idyll. of Bron. 


Youth a ſhooting in a Wood, 

With eager Haſt his Game purſu'd, 
YVhere ſporting C»pid ſoon appeat'd, 
The Boy of Cupid neer had heard ; 


UI 


[ 


[153] 
But pleas'd, to ſee a Bird, tho high, 

So Tame, as if it coud not Fly, 

His Arrows Fixt, his Bow he, Drew, 

But all his Arrows awkward Flew, 

VVhile Capid leapd from Bough to Bough ; 
His Arrows ſpent, away he ran, 

V Vhere ſoon he met an Older Mar, 

And told him all, and Cupid ſhow'd,, 

The God ſtill Perching in the YVood 3 

The Old Man ſmil*d, and told the Boy, 
No Arrows cou'd that Game deſtroy : 

Be gone, he (aid, your Sport give o'er, 

To Kill that Bird's in no Man's Pow?r, 
When Prompting, Nature ſpeaks you Fit, 
The Bird that now will not be Hit, 

Will then upon your Shoulders ſit, 


— 


The Third 14ll. of Biov. - 


| Hen happy Dreams, which make the 
( Wretched Bleſt, 


Had Baniſh'd Cares, and Charm'd my 
( Soul to Reft 


Amaz'd, 
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'F Amaz'd, methoughts 1 ſaw s Goddeſs ſtand, 
Holding a little Wanton by the Hand; 

My Head I Mov'd, my Weary Body Bow'd, 
Thinking the Airy Phatitom wou'd have Fled : 
When Yeu told me, ſhe had Cupid brought, 

To learn to Sing, ( an Art I ſome times Tanght ) 
This ſaid, The Goddefs ſmil'd, and left her Son, 
Fond of my Charge, 1 Paſtorals begun:; 

I ſhow'd how Par, with happy Strains was Mov'd, 
What Sounds Apollo, and Minerva, lov'd ; 

Bat ſporting Cupia, ſtill Untanght, Remain'd, 
Laugh'd at my Method, and my Skill diſdain'd, 
A thouſand little Wanton Songs begun, 

And told me Stories, what the Gods had done, 
Who lov'd his Mother, who her Favour Won. 
While I, pleas'd with tt? endearing Thought, 
Knew what he ſaid, but what I did, Forgot. 


—_ — Am — 
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FE Anacreon, O D E 50. 


: Acchus Deſcends, and leavs his Heaven 
( above, 


To Teach us how todrink,and bow to love, 
He 


Try . 


He makes us in oor Cups, all Great, and Wite,. 


And ſcorn the Threatning Dangers that Ariſe; 
The ſtrongeſt Wine, the ſooneſt do's inſpire, 
And gives a double Portion of Love's Fire ; 
Enfur*d by Wine, no Tedions Diſeaſe 

Diſturbs our Mirth, or Dares our Body fieze 
Our Spirits are Sublime, Refin'd, and Free, 

And like our Notions, Airy, Brisk, and Gay ; 
Our Pleaſing Joys are Conſtant too, and long, 


= 


For when the Vintage, and the Seaſon's done, 


A kind ſucceeding Vintage ſtill comes on. 


— ——_—— — 


ODE 56. 


Y Hoary Temples ſpeak me very Old, 
And all my Crown once Cover*d, now 
( all Bald, 
Youth hath withdrawn ber Image from my Face, 


And made my Mouth, the Farce of Time Confteis; 


The ſmall Remaips of Life are a'moſt ſpent, 
And VVeakn'd Nature ſtaggers, and I Faint, 
To think the loneſom, Melancholy Road, 


The Journey to the Shades, the Dead all Tread, 
4  "_ 


| 


, cede te roaana. bile 4 
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| , * The Stygean Gad's Infernal Seat's ls Deep, 
. SoPitchy Dark, as well as Wonderaus Steep ! 
Secure be keeps the Paſſengers Below, 
And none Return, to tell us what they do. 


SN 


A DREAM. 


Dreamt, and in my Dream, methoughts I ſaw 
| fk Good Anacreon, he call'd me too 
z.Ran with haſt, and ſoon Embrac'd the Bard, 
Wonder'd to ſee Anacreon, but not Scard ; 
His Viſage ſpoke him Old, but Fair, and Clear, 
Comely, and Merry, as he always Were, 
His Lips were Colour'd, and his Breath as Fine, 
As when alive, Perfum'd with Richeſt Wine ; 
| Young Cup:4 Waited on him, as a Friend, 
| Andwhen he Reel'd, he held bim by the Hand ; 
1 | "The Poet Kindly gave me, as I Stood, 
A well Choſe Garland, Rich, and very Good, | 
F'Fondly Fixt the Preſent to my Head, 
Proud of a Gift the Great Anacreon made, 
' And ever ſince the Fatal Time I knew, 


1 Thirſt like bim, and Burn as Lovers do. 
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